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PREFACE to the READER. 


F there is any thing, in my Writings, that deſerves 
to be remember'd, They will live without Patron- 
age: If They ought to be forgotten, They wou'd 
die, in ſpite of Protection. So I commit them 
to the World, unſuſtain'd by Dedication. No P:- 
tron's Authority can protect a bad Work. Anda 
good ofie can want no Protection. 

" I am afraid, we need look no farther, than the De- 
dications of our poetiek Writings, for the Source of 
that Neglect, which the Art Itſelf, complains of 
While Poetry prefetv'd its Honefty, it was conſider'd with 
Diſtinction; But, when it degenerated into a Traffick, 
between Praiſe and Reward, it became deſpis'd, like 
the Gold of Utopia, not by Ignorance of its Value, but 
through ſcorn of the Uſe, It was put to. | 
Before I ſpeak of the following Tragedy, I am oblig'd 
to take Notice of another, the firſt Dramatick Sally of 
my Youth: And which, I ſhou'd be aſnam'd to con- 
fels, 1 had the Folly to begin and finiſh in a Week, but 
that I have Occaſion, from that Confeſſion, to hope 
Pardon of it's Faults ; and admire the Engliſh Good- 
nature, which receiv'd it, with undeſervd Indulgence. 
lt was written on the ſame Subject with This, 
(upon Mr. Booth's recommending it to my Choice.) 
It was, alſo, acted at the ſame Theatre; and is, ſtill, a 
Living Evidence, againſt me, under the Name of El- 

{r.d; or, the Fair Inconflant; 
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PREFACE to the READER. 


As I knew nothing of the Rules of Writing, the Play 


— 


was, conſequently, an 1 2/5 Wilderneſs of Fancy, 
with here and three, a E | 
but without any Fruit, of Judgment. 


wer, among the Leaves; 
5 -I know not 
how it came to pals, that Athelwold, even in That 
Piece, defery'd fome little Pity : But, I am afraid, I 


was too dull a Painter, to hit a Likeneſs for the Ladies. 


—— Elfrid ſuffer'd more, by my ill Conduct, than 
Her own; and was a lighter zconſtant, than the Hi- 


' Nories of thoſe Times have ſhown her: Ang, as for Ed. 
gar, The Monarch came out of my Hands, as one of 
his Succeſſors, out of the Arch-Duke of Auſtria's; ſtript 


of Every Thing that became his Condition, and only a 
King in his Title. 8 
I therefore conſider d myſelf as not deſerving Pardon, 


4 


from the Publick, till 1 had purchas d it, with ſome- | 
thing, Better, on the ſame Subject. This was the | 


Original of Athelwold. PD en” | 
The new Play has neither Thought, Deſign nor Ex- 
preſſion, in the leaſt, reſembling the Old one; and my 
only Reaſon, for troubling the Reader with this little 
Story, is, becauſe, ſhou'd there be any Thing in the ſe- 
cond Attempt, greatly Lay to the Firſt, it will be 
a Proof, that Fancy, (tor, to fay Genius, wou'd be mak- 
ing bold, with what is none of my own,) wants the Aid 
of the Judgment; and ſhou'd have Regard to the Rules, 


of an Art, which, like Religion, had an Orthodox Eſtab- 


liſhment; but (like that too) has been warp'd, and wea- 
ken d, by myſterious Dulnels, and the dry Pride of Com- 
PTT. W XXX 12 82 

1 am unable to execute any thing in Poetry, if I 
have waſted the Care, I beſtow'd on this Tragedy: 
—— Nor can I have fo unjuſt an Opinios of the Pub- 


lick Taſte, (tho' 1 think Nobody will celebrate it, for 
Pooetry,) as not to know, that ſnou'd there be Merit in 


Athelwold, there are Spirits, in the Nation, who have 


Influence and Generoſity, to awaken others into their | 


Senticzents, —— I fay this, for the fake of the Stage; 


for, as to mj ſelf, the Diſtinction of Deſerving to be Read. 
is all the Advantage I propoſe from my Writings. 
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Spoken by Mr. WILKS. 


8 8 ene 


UR Author's Wiſhes, partial to the Stage. 
O Not for himſelf, your Favour wou d engage: 
Not his own Cauſe, but ours, he wou d defend, 


Nor fears an Enemy — nor tasks a Friend: 
e- But, frankly bids me own, that from his Plays, 
he He means no Profit, and deſerves no Praiſe. 
X- Yet, has he one fond Paſſion to impart ; „ 
ny One favourite Weakneſs, that has warm'd his Heart ! 
tle Conſtant, he doats on a declining Fan; 
(e- Yet, recommends his Miſireſs to your Care; 


Tho paſt her Bloom, ſtill tempting ſhe appears, 
A mid-ag'd Matron, of three thouſand Years ! 


\id Slight not Dame Tragedy, —— nor fancy, Sirs, 
es, That Pain, and Spleen, and Aze, alone, are hers : 
b- Old, as you think her, ſtill, ſhe moves, and warms, 
ea- Smiles thro' the Soul, and ſwells the Heart with Charms. 
m- But the x ain Prude, too cov, to yield, at Pleaſure, 
5 Vows, ſhell be wedded, — or withhold her Treaſure. 
t. I Tate her, to Wire; — the Match could ne'er be wrongs 
1: But, for one Quality —— ſbeil live too long, | 
for Con d, ye, for once, forgive the ſerious Strain, 


in And bear a 1 Truth, undreſs'd, and plain? —— 
ave ¶ Fain would the Muſe remind you, that the Stage 
neir MR Receiv'd moſt Honour, from the wiſeſt Age. 

ge ; Athens ſhone brighteſt, when the crowded Scene 

cad, Fir d her bold Sons, — to dare. 70 act, o mean! 


L. | 8 A3 | Greatly | 


PROLOGUE. 
_ Greatly, to copy the departed Great, 
And be the Chiefs, they lgarnt to emulate. 
Warm'd, by this Heat, which to their Plays they ow'd, 
The guided Paſſions of a People glow'd: 9 8 0 
High beat their cheriſh'd Hearts, in Glory's Cauſe; - 
Firm ſtood their Freedom, and long liv'd their Laws: 
Charm'd into Virtue, and by Pleaſure taught, | 
. The raptur'd Youth, the meant Impreſſion caught, 
Grew up to Greatne/s, Liberty and Arts, | 
And ſnatch'd the Heroe's, from the Player's Parts. 


O7 ! cou'd we live, to hail tne future Day, 
When fparling Folly ſhall give Genius way; 
When low, light, Scenes ſhall tempt the Eye, in vain; 
And Paſſion's Power impreſs the Heart, again; | 
Then ſhall the Muſes, like their Monarch, ſmile, 
And all Heaven's Bleſſings crown his happy Ie! 


* .. N 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. BOOTH. 


HIS whining Tragedy has made me hoarſe, 
: Tet, as an Epilogue 4 Thing of courſe, | 

I can't help telling ye, before we part, 
Tam glad my Husband's dead, with all my Heart: 
That's one Confeſſion, —— and one more ſhall be, 
1 wiſh the Author were as dead as he: 
His murdering Muſe, in downright Love of teis ing, 
Kills one, for being pleas'd, and one, for pleaſing: 
Stabs Ethy — cauſe her Love was an untrue one, 
Drowns my good Man, becauſe be lik'd a new one: 
Lud! Lud! -— what Work *twou'd make amonnthe Fair; 
Shou d every Belle be drown'd, that loves a Pair; 
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EPILOGUE. 
And, as for Beaux, who make no Bones of erring, © 
They'd fill the Seas, all round, like Shoals of Herring! 


A fine Example, truly" dont it move ye? 
Were it well follow'd —— bow *twou'd ſoon improve ye! 
Send ye, in Pairs, to Heav'n, where good Folks Truſt is, 
Martyrs, Lord help ye! of Poetic Juſtice! . 


** 


1, for my Part, had a ſweet Race to run. 
I. — not to be a Queen, — muſt be a — Nun! 
No, Ladies, have a care of that: — The Poet 
Belies the Story, — and, thank Heav'n! I know it: 
Elfrid was wiſer, and the King was kinder; 
Even, in the Convent, he knew how to find her: 
He, pious Prince! lov'd Penitence ſo well, 
| That, oft, he trac'd it to the lonelicſt Cell; | 
Confeſs'd the Saints Himſelt bleſs d Occupation 8 


Freely beſtow'd his Princely Conſolation; 
And eas d the Father Girards of the Nation. 


Nay, tis no laughing Matter — I am ſerious, 
J meant no Miſchief, I: — no Hint myſterious! 
Ask Hollinſhead ; He'll tell ye, if tis new ye, 
That Edgar was a Lin a: Church Duty. 


One of His Virtues needs muſt Envy raiſe, 

He was the verieſt Patriot of His Days! 

He, not to Maids, alone, thought Pity due, 

His Will, unwearied, work'd for Husbands, too. 
Dependent Princes ſent their Mues, by ih Dozen, 
To tax this Bounty of their Royal Coxen! 

And Ei ht dubb'd Monarchs, of his own Creation. 
Row'd him, in grateful Triumth, round the Nation. 


This being ſo what does our Author merit, 
Who wrongs a Prince — of ſuch a Publick Spirit! 
Hang him, dull Poet! PFll ſay nothing ſor him, 
In good King Edgar's Quarrel, I abhor him: | 
Tate him among ye, — and, if eer you'd mend him, 
To ſome kind Jeſuit, for nem Notions, ſend him. 

— 0d Perſon s 


[ 
| 
' 
' 
| 


Perſons Repreſented. 
: Þ 4 


Edgar, | King of England; : 2 by Mr. Mille. 
Athelwold, Ear! of Lancaſter, by Mr, Bridgwater. 


Leolyn, Prince of North Wales, by Mr. A. Hallam. 
Oſwald, Minifter of State, by Mr. Theo. Cibber. 


Edwin, A Gentleman, Atten- 


dant on Athelwrold. 7 by Mr. Fielding. 


WOMEN. 


Elfrid, Daughter to the 


Dube 8 
of Cornwall, | 7 by Mrs. Boot h. : 


| Ethelinda, Niece to Ofrruld,. | 115 by Mrs. Cibber. 
pc Attendant on Elfrid, by Mrs. Graces 


Officers, G . 
| Men and Women Attendants. 
The SCENE, Cheſter, - 
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ACT IL SCENE I 
A Rocky Coaſt, without the City of Cheſter: 


Attendants. 


| Athelwold, to an Attendant. 


abhen ask'd, what Lady ſhar'd our it- 
[IB > tim'd Wreck, 
To anſwer, at their Peril, as I taught em. 
Py Edwin. 
Edw, My Lord? 
Athel. Baſte, watchful and.unmark'd, _ | 
Climb that high Path, and. ent'ring my Apartment, 


Thro' the cloſe Grove chat bounds the Palace Garden, 


Athehwold, Elfrid, E 2 Men and Women 


ACK to the Boat; caution the Mariners, 


(Exit Attendant. 


Warn | 
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2 ATHELWOLD. 


Warn Egbert to receive us: So ſhall we ſhun 


Tue City's buſy Eye . wy Wie! 


My Hope? my Fear! my pride! my Soul's loft opt. | 
Was ever fatal Shipwreck tim'd like ours? Ee 
Elf. Why kept we not the 5 Im unſeen s 


Had then been left, fat diſtaut. | ng Rs: 


- Ath4l. Shame on this Pride 8 
That ſwells the Hearts of Kings! ICE — 1 unnd 8 
His wide-ſtretch'd Navy, whoſe expanded Wings 
Inclos d yon empty Triumpb, we had, in Safety, 
Held on our Courſe tor Lancaſter. and Edgar, 
And Cheſter's dreaded Walls, been paſs'd; unicen. 

Elf. Why ſhunn'd you Edgar? You had ſtruck no Shoal, 
Had Jealouſy not wreck'd you. Where was the Danger, 
Had we, amidthe ſhouting Swarms, approach'd 


His glitt'ring Barge ? that, proud of eight Kings rowing, 
Methought, mov d, conſcious of her glorious Freight, | 


And felt her Sovereign's Triumph! 


Athel. Edgar is young, 


Am'rous, impatient, hot as the Summer Sun; 


But as the Shadow changing. Emma, the Siſter 
Of Leolyn, my Friend, muſt be his Queen, 


That Day once paſt, that Day, now near, my Elfrid. 


Trembling no longer, for my Soul's beſt Treaſure, 
J ſhall unveil thee to the Eye of Edgar: 


Then, in full Luſtre, break upon the Court, | 


Charm the glad World, and {well the Voice of Wonder. 


Till then 
Elf. Till then, you think, a Woman's Honour 
Is afeft when not truſted ? Come. be wiſe z 
us hat yon Sex's Notions, and ſee Truth, 
Vase od by Maxim. You have been : CORE 
That a Man's Caution guards a Woman's Vertu: 
Believe me, tis an Error. Wrong'd by the Doubt, 
We make that Doubt our Licence, and grow Leb, 


To juſtity Suſpicion. 


Athel. Of thee not jealous : 


I fear the Heart of Fdgar : There i N Socket 5 
Which, yet, thou muſt not know!---For all the Clory 
Fortune could heap upen a happy Wiſher, 


I would not he had ſeen thee, 18. 


AT HE L W OIL D. 3 


Elf. Why chuſe you then : 
To lodge me in the Gardens of his Palace? 

2 Safely conceal'd, in my Apartment, there, 
While Triumph buſies the tumul: uous Court, 
Fair as thou art, thou may'ſt remain unknown, 
Till ſoon we re-imbark for Lancaſter: 

But Fate has driven me under Edgar's Eye, FP 
Nor cap I ſhun his Preſence, — (A Shout at diftanre, 
The Barge, triumphant, | a” 

*Twixt . two Punding Banks, floats proudly in; 
See! the broad Sprinklings from the golden Oars, 
Daſh'd, in gay Miſts, againſt the glitt'ring Sun, _ 
Scatter a liquid Lightning! _—E're the King lands, 
Retire, my Soul's ſoft Charmer. From this Boat, 
That foremoſt ſtrikes the Shore, deſcends a Lord, 

Wily, ſuſpicious, flatt'ring, baſe, and buſy: 

Malice and Fear divide his motley Soul: 3 

Soft ning Submiſſion dwells on his cool Tongue; 

But his Heart burns with Envy. See! he lands; 
Oſwald, the State's Prime Miniſter. Retire; 5 
He muſt not ſee thee. Look! En attends thy 
Coming. (Exit, leading Eltrid. 


Euter Oſwald, attended. 


Of. Away, — away! — Here! Eldred! — Hubert 
„„ OE „ 
Creep you this reptile Peace, when a King's Honour 
Hangs. on your drowſy Motion! Lou to the Hall, 
See the Port- Reeve prepar'd to line the Streets, 


With his furr d Gowns and Scarlet. — Lon to the Caſtle; 


| „ (Exit firſt Meſſenger. 
Say to the Governor, the King lands - a mY 
And means to paſs the Bridge. —. Haſte 10% too, fly; _ 
i (Exit ſecond Meſſenger. 

Bid holy Dunſtan, and his white-rob'd Train, | 
Throw wide the brazen Gates of the Cathedral. 
1 | (Exit third Meſſenger. 

All this was wel! provided for, before; | | 
But tis no Fault, to ſeem too diligent, 


Where 


» 
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s TRE L No LD: 
Where Buſtling goes for Loyalty. Earl Arhelwold! 
| Re- enter Athelwold, '' | . 
Fortune befriend your Hopes, my noble Lord, © 
As ſhe does ours: Who, on a Day like this, 
When Sovereign Edgar triumphs like a God! 
Brings back his Godlike Fay'rite, to partake 
A Splendor, thought imperfe&, wanting you. | 
Athel. Oh! 'tis tuo kind, my Lord, amidſt your Cares, 
To waſte this fine Court Rhet'rick, on a Plainnels 
So unadorn'd as mine! _— In War's big Pomp, 
The King, ſometimes, in the broad Battle's Front, 
Finds At hel wold, moſt near him: But, for a Day 
So ſafely plum'd as this, a thouſand Feathers, 
Loftier and far more gay than mine had been, 
Were proud, no doubt, to wave in State about him. 
Of. Nay, my good Lord! your Enemies muſt own 
Your Valour's ableſt Rival is your Reaſon. 
Athel. Why will you angle, with too ſhort a Line, 
In Depths of cautious Honeſty ? — I know you, — 
Why will you ſtill, you and your envious Faction, 
Bow, to the happy Favourite you hate, = 
And imile your Curſes on me? — Shame on your 
| _ Meanneſs! 
If I deſerve Eſteem, give it, fincere: 
If not, diſdain to court the Man you fear, 
And, with brave Truth, renounce me, ey, 
Of. Why, thus tis, ever! 7 T1 
Diſtruſtful Men but nouriſh new Suſpicions, 
From the beſt Means we uſe, ro quench the old. 
Still 1 am miſconceiv d. My Lord! My Lord! 
In Agents have been buſy. And here comes one, 
F Roter Edvwyn. | 
Whom Oſwald ſhould avoid. — I'll charm the King 
With News of your Return. ( Exit Oiwald. 
Eadw. A new- born Love 9 1 
Is full of fof: Impatience! — Soon as arriv'd, 
1 was commanded to return, and preſs you 
To ſhorten your meant Abſence, 5 
Athel. Is the ſafe? 4: 3 
Edw. Egbert is warn d, ſhou'd the King quit — 
f | DS.” 1 
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ATHELWOLD =F 
And but approach the Garden, to conceal her. 
Athel. Then I will fear | 
No longer, but expect the King; and meet him 
With a mask'd Smile of Innocence. O Eduyn! 
Should Ethelinda know have married Elfrid, | 
How wretched would it make her! — Ofwald hates 
| amr. ie) | 
As if he read our Secret, through thy Heart; 
Saw there thy gen'rous Silence, which conceals _ 
My dear ſtol'n Night of Joy with that ſoft Charmer. 
W ho that ſaw both, could think her Neice to Oſwald? 
 Edw. So, my good Lord, would her falſe Servant ſay; 
That doubly faithleſs Fair-one, who berray*d 
To me her Lady's Honour, yet forſook me! : 
Athel. She wrong d her Miſtreſs; but ſhe lov'd hee ſurely! 
Who, in that Secret, gave up both our Honours, * 
To thy fate Keeping. — But, ſince all was told thee, 
Twere now a fruitleſs Point of proud Reſerve, 
With thee, to keep that Silence, which the Favour'd 
Shou'd hold, in rev'rence of a Lady's Honour, 
Ass ſacred as his Glory. Oh! ſuppoſe not, 
Becauſe ſhe bleſs'd my Wiſhes, that Erhelinda 
Yielded like common Beauties. 
Edw. Twas plain, you iov'd her; 
For, when her Horſe was drown'd, in Severnu's Ford, 
You, from your own, leapt, raſh: Thro' the {wol'n 
ö r l ET 
S Plung'd on, and ſnatch'd her, ſinking. _ 
Aides. Tras, 1 havd hey, = 19H TH * N 
But lov'd her with Deſire: while, in Her Breaſt, 
Love, which, at firſt, was gen'rous Gratitude, 
Drew all its Warmth from Pity.— Never, never, 
Shall I forget, how bliſsfully I won her! 
*T was the dear Night, before this fatal Journey; 
I found her, Edwyn, fank on her Couch, alone, 
. Weeping, with am'rous Grief, for coming Abſence: 
Looſe and enchanting-negligent her Dreſs; 
Faint was her Air; and a kind nameleſs Languor 
Sigh'd, in ſhort Heavings, from her ſoften'd Heart, 
And every Breath was Tenderneſs and Love! 
. | 1 
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s ATHELW OLD. 


There, while tranſported, on my trembling Knee; 
2585 Bending, I gaz'd, and hung devoutly o'er her, 
Raptur d, and charm'd, I plung'd amidſt Attraction; | 
Sigh'd on her Eyes; breath'd o'er her panting Boſom, * 
An4 ſnatch d her Soul, unguarded : — Millions of 
p r 
Fierce, burning, Vows! of Everlaſting Love, 
Tran port. and Marriage, and Eternal Iruth, 
Thawy d her reluctant Vertue to Belief: 
Then in the ſoft Deſire new Warmth, I preſs'd ber, 
Till, in the beating Tumult of her Heart, 
She gave—ſhe knew not what nor meant Compliance? 
Fortune renounce me, Eduyn, but my Reaſon 
Prefers her, even to Elfrid: My Paſſion did not. 
The Love ſhe felt for me, I feel for Elfrid; 
And am- unwillingly undone like Her. 
| (4 warli:e Symphony. 
Hark! ! ————the King lands, Th'avenging Hand 1 
„ 
Points out my baſeneſs. How ſha!l my guilty Eye : 
Meet the wrong'd Goodneſs of the Royal Edgar! 
How ſhall. I skreen the Charms of injur'd Elf. id 
From the Rees. 4 ſigat! — What ſhall my bleeding 
part : :<- 
Say, to loſt Fthelinda? N Eduyn, find her: 
Tell here I come, while every buſy Eye 
_ Hangs on the Pomp, to figh my Soul out to her. 
Say in the Inmoſt Garden — The Cloſe 1 8 85 
Fhat points upon the Grotto. 
Edw. Fatal Wreck! 
* that commiſſion d it, avert my Fears. 


( Exit Edwyn, 


4a „ AA .t 
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Athelwold, alone. 
He. comes. I'll walk a Turn bebind theſe Rocks; 
And gather Firmneſs, to ſuſtain his Eye, | 
Wn, moſt of Mena! ves yet, moſt have e 
; (Exit. 
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i My Gracious, partial, Sovereign! 
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Enter Edgar, from the 2 attended * Leolyn, 


fee 


E. Cheſter, this AR, to Time's lat . renowns 
Thy Name, with F dear” s. Far, as the bounded World 
Gives Space for Fame to breath in, ſnall be ſpread 
The Boaſt of this Day's Triumph. Vet, thou ſay, 
Nations, whoſe Names lie deep, in unbora Time, 
WHl riſe, and cenſure, and miſtake our Purpoſe. 

Loo. Many will judge amiſs, and call it Inſult. 

Ed. I know it, and deſpiſe it. My freed Soul 


Then, ſtript of her Encumb'rance, mounting ſtrong, ' 


Shall riſe, above Ambition ; nor hold Fame 

By the faint Tenure of weak mortal Praiſe: | 
But from the Partners of her bright Enlargement? 
Spirits! that judge unprejudic'd, and move 
Unbounded, and, in Millions, fill thoſe Voids, 


Which Thought ev'n akes, to gueſs at! 


Leo. The Forms of Homage 
Differ, with Sovercign's Wills : yet are but "ROY | 
Kings ſuffer not by Seemings; it they did, 


The Shame, that follows Inlult, wou'd cut t double, | 


And wound the Wounder deepeſt. 
Ed. Nobly ſpoke! 

S,oke like the Friend of Edgar, and of Athelwold? 
Aer, Malignant Envy will not dare misjud 


The Virtues of our Monarch. Rais'd to this Height, 


Our Wiſhes are outſtript; and all our Task 
Is, to receive, and wonder at, our Bleſſings! | 
Ed. No Flattery * wald. Tis my nobleſt Pride 
To have deſerv'd | Applauſe : to liſten to it 
Sullies the conſcious Glory. Athelwold! —. 
Re enter Athelwold: 
Friend, of my Soul! my Life's beſt ſelf ! my, Lights: 


= My every Wiſh at once, and every Bleſling ! 


( n lneclin g. 
EA. 


1 
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Ed. Riſe — nor diſtreſs me, 
With this vain Ceremony. Bow, but to 8 
That made thee not a King, to make thee more, 
And ſtampt thy Soul div:nely! — Cornwail's Daughter, 
I find, deſerv'd not, 1 fo long ſhou'd loſe thee. 
All thy long Letters, welcome, as they were, 
Brought me no Hope from Elfrid: Fame, it 2 
Deceiv'd us, and had flatter'd her. 
Athel. She's Fair: | | 
But never couꝰ'd have been that ariking 8 
So found and loſt at once. She flames not ut 
With that ſtrong Blaze of Charms; that living Fire! 
That burns, un ch'd, upon your Royal Mem 
Ed. No, 3 Wer J hear, ſhe cory... : 
Elie, had thy Eyes catch'd Fire, and ſtream'd it on me. 
| Elſe, had thy labouring Heart, oppreſs d with Meaning, 
Shook, like an Earthquake, in Diſcharge of Paſſion. 
Thou art a cola Deſcriber! — Oh! the Day! 
The dear, remember'd Day! when, at the Altar, 
Where, in Thankſgiving, 1 had bow'd to Heav'n, 
Heav'n ſeem'd deſcending on me! —— My rais'd Eye. 
Met her flaſh'd Charms, amidſt a gazing Crowd, 
Who, from the Scaffolded Cathedral's Sides, | 
| Pour'd their bold Looks Wen me: Greatneſs, __ 
La | 
| Flow'd, in > Dfrca'd Radiance, * The Mien 
And kindled ex ery Shrine, with new Divinity! 
 Sweetneſs fat ſmiling, on ber humid Eye-balls: - © 
And light-wing'd Fancy canzd and flam'd about ber! 
Scarce were the ſolemn Duties of the Place 
Rememberd, while Law her! —— At wit 
Slow dmgg ng my reluctant Eyes away, | 
I loſt her; — ere Religion nou Love 
To ſteal a ſecond Wonder, +  -- - | 
Oſw. Strange! that ſince then, 3 
Inquiry ſhou'd have toil'd in vain to and her? 
Ed. One would have thought, the * that paints 
the World, 
a have been loſt, as poſlibly as hers! 
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| To Siſter: of a Subject, Tiste was; xy 


_ATHBLWOLD. » 


But, face all Search is vain, and far-fam'd Elſrid 
Fails my laſt Hope, I will redeem my Heart, 
And quench the blazing Image.. Danger, and Arms, 
Shall fright the trembling Sofineſs trom my Soul. 
1 vrill reſume War's Thunder. Athelwsld !— Leohyn tak. 
Help me to conquer: Wake me again to Glory: 
Tear me oat We and he: me to Nane 5 
(Trumpets . 
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to: ſpeak ol. FT Ks e . 
Anon, e et again | | 
7 Exit Late fllow by our dae. 
Athel, Prince on,, 5 — 
You had a Wwaxlike, tho unktppy; a R 
Von rugged Hills have ecchod wirh his a. 
But, that his laſt too -fatal-Raſhneſs for feited 5 5 
Half ales, [Your Patrimony, Eagar bluſhing, 1 12 Hes 
Muſt have remember d, when he ſpoke ee, 
Yeu have a Siſter's claim. 7 5 I J 
Leo. Emma, my Lord, i - =x4 
Was then a Sovereign” 8 e 90055 8 . 
bet r, 2. 
Short of his, preſent Fortune, weightd: iy Daring 3 'S 5 
And vow'd my Siſter ſhou'd Partzke his Throns: = * | 
He ſees me, now, grown tame: an humble Suff rer! 
And, while he holds m Lands, neglects my Blogd; | 


And boaſis another Love, to ſhame my Patient. 


Athel, 3 from N The King's Heart 15 5 
No N 99, | 2 ge 
And his ; paſt Promiſe EY  Paſfion's Tide At wy 5 


Bears him aſlant, and muſt: awhile have. Way. 


Unite your means with mine: my Fate requires 
Your Siſter ſhou'd be Queen. "IRE 2 s of n. 


| And leave the Event. o me. 


Leo. I can urge nothigg. 
Let me oonfeſo, that . the latheg Nuts, 
Love! has unman' d me, till my ſoftend Heirt N 
Wants ev'n the Will to er et, 7 > "2-2 ol 
The gentle Brhelmda / fills-my-Sogl. fs 


| Fey _ at her Name ? 1 have you thu: ns” 
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I ſpeak 


Than i in the 


Ruin and Fate break in upon my 


Eaſe my Impatience. quickly then, and fay, 


— every Liſt of Honeſty and n 


aT LWo L D. 


To wht bar Plays in your Friend's Behalf ? 
You tav'd, her Life, and muſt bave Int reſt in Her 
To gy a oe Wimes. = 
At ! Friendſhip! Friendſhip ! | | 
To what wilt thou — me! | 
Leo. I doubt not Friendſhip. - 
of Love my Love to Ethelinda. 2 + 
Athel. Be wiſe, and think no more of Ethelinda. 
Les. Bid me not live, and I'll obey you gladly. 
Bur, when you bid me ceaſe to think of er, 
You bid me live to Senſe of all Death's Pains, 
And die to all Life's Comforts. 
Athel, How deat is Paſſion ! 
You muſt not think ot Erhelinda. 
Leo. I muſt not? 
Athel. Uoleſs you ceaſe to preſs my Aid, you muſt not. 
Leo. Gn is your Power, tis true, and no where 
eater 5 
Breaſt of Leolyn. ai ee- ſure! - 
A Prohibition of {uch fatal Weight, . 
Owes your Friend's Ear ſome Reaſon? | 
Athel. 1 have no Reafon. 


And plunge me in Confuſion. | 

Leo. Ruin and Fate! 
Schemes and Confuſion ! This Diſorder proves _ 
What I've long tear'd, that where I mn a Friend, 
_ I fir'd a Rival's Jealouſy, | 
* Athel, You wrong me, Prince: 
Widely, you Wrong me! 

Leo. Ohl * Heaven, I 18 


W hence that Confuſion roſe? 
Athel. From you; from you's. 

From Ethelinda, Friendſhip, Honour, Pity: 

Spare me the Torment of a plainer Reaſon, - 

And, truſt my Faith, there is one. of 

Leo. Is one? Ha! 

What plainer Reaſon ? —Periſh al my Hopes 
Vnpiti⸗d.— let my hated Name be blotted 


ATHELWOLD. .. 

If 1 renodace not Athelwolg's falſe Friendſhip, | 
And; from this Moment, hold bim tor my Foe, 5 
Till he diſcloſes this pret etended Secret, | 
That my Heart ſprings to inatch at. 

Athel, Hot Leolyn! 
Raſh, headſtrong Man! Now, by th⸗ eternal ek 
By Heaven's all-dreaded Throne! thou ſhalt DOt—_ — 

Leo. Shall not! What! 
Not marry Erhelinda? © 

Arhel. Impatient Leon? 
Why doſt thou interrupt me 

Leo. Impatient, ſaid'ſt thouͥ? ̃ 
I am Froſt, Rock, Ice, Adamant! — 
Impatient? I am an Anvil. —SHall not marry her? 

Athel, I ſee you mov'd, — and bleed with Pity for 


You ſaid. = as your Rival: Hear me, raſh lan! 
For I will ſhame Suſpicion, by a s \ | 
Your Levity deſerves not Am 1h 
Take then this Secret from me: Yes, Leolyn, - 
Woman and Love have made a 'Traiter of me. 

I have, indeed, been falſe, but not to thee: 
I have deceiv'd the King. have married Blſrid, 
And found her Beauty more than Fame had 1 * 8 
This known, deſtroys me: Yet ev'n this 1 tell, 
To caſe the throbbing Doubt of thy fend Heart. 
Leo. Eaſe! what! whom! nd nn 

Ethelinds © 
Moſt not be mine? that Ethelinda ſhall nt 
And, while Life oy at it, thou wouldſt footh me 
With a flight Tale of Ei: Why Hoſt thoutrifle 
with me? 
Or doft thou know, for by my Heart's loft Nope 
Thou ſeemꝰſt to mean it. ſomè black feeret 
That her fair Fame is toucł d by — Dee 
: Heaven 
That doom'd me, from m ny Birch, to Wea to Wronge and Shams 
Thou haſt thyſelf betrayd my Ethelind a 
My torturd Mem'ry recollects your Locks, . 
Her Bluſhes, your Confulion, when by A 1 
| B 2 Y 


4 


12 ATHELWOLD. _ 


My Entrance has diſturb'd your Privacies _ 
With an unwiſh'd Intruſion.— Oh! tis plain, 
Thou haſt deſtroy'd — Peace: Thou haſt boſſelrd her. 
Thou! — Thou! > thy guilty Silence owns it; 
proves it. 
Was it not ſoꝰ Say anſwer me —— ſpeak; tell me? 
Athel, Mad as the Winds in Tempeſt! till thou cool ſt 


1 will not anſwer thee. 


(Leolyn drawing his sword. 
Leo. Curſe on my Life's beſt Wiſhes, 
If I not force the Secret from thy Heart, 
Or drown it in thy Blood. _ 
Athel. Away, light Threat' ner! 
*T was Friendſhip's undeſery'd and gen'rous wa. 
That, in a tender and unguarded Moment, 
Has wak'd a Jealouſy, that will diſtract thee. = 
Honour, forgive me, if too nicely urg'd, _ 
I ſeem to wrong thy Laws! — and tell this Madman, | 
J have myſelt a Claim to Ecrhelinda, 
That blots out his for ever. 1 . 
Leo. Married to Elfrid! - ä 
And yet a Claim to Ethelinda too, 
That blots out mine! Die, and be dumb "Bi ever, 
Thou lying, babling Traitor. 
Athel. Nay, then, ; : 


Ds theyle If, raſh. 11 WA 


(They fight, 15 is alem. 7 
Enter Ofwald, with a Guard. 


Oſfiv. Shame, my good Lords! 

Shame on this ſudden Boldneſs of Diſpute, 

So near the Royal Preſence! At — Hill's Foot 

Your Warmth alarm'd the King, and he 1 

Your Preſence, Prince.  _ | 

Leo. Oh! that the King's Command 

Were kind enough but to indulge the Dean 

Proud Athelwold delpie's the Power of giving men: 

. * Ofwald and 8 
3 Al F e» 


ATHREL WOULD. 13 
Atbel. alone, Why hop'd I Peace, who had declin d from 
„ ER WR Es K 
The Innocent alone act ſteadily ; | 
The Guilty can but mean it. OEthelinda! — 
In the dark Race of Vice, when once begun, 
We ſtart on Miſchiefs we moſt wiſh to ſhun: 
Puſh'd by the Fate of Guilt, and thence accurs d, 
New Crimes grow needful, to ſupport the firſt; 
Till, from Diſhonour, we to Ruin fall. 
And cne disjointed Virtue looſens all, 


. K * F f ol 9 py 


ET I rg 1 , n 


ACT I, SCENE L 

A Grove, in the Palace Garden, 
A thelwold, Tibelinds, 
 Ethplinda.. 


LL this is falſe in Reaſon; but your n 
N Proud of its Power, provokes you to offend, 
That you may force Forgiveneſs.— Was it not cold, 
Too cold for Love, in all this cruel Length 
Of chearleſs Abſence, when yeur dang'rous Charge too, 
Was but to gaze on Beauty, never to write? 
Never to bid me hope, the much-fear'd Elfrjd 
Had left your Heart ſtill partial to my Fondneſs ? 
A Fondneſs that deſtroy'd me! Turn your Eyes from 
„„ 55 5 = 
bey look as they'd reproach me: Do not ſee 


"a V2 lie? me,. : X 2 BD | 
But tell me-why you made ſuch ſpeed to leave me? 
Had you but ſtai3, to add one Hour of Peace 
To thoſe ot guilty Softnefs; Had I been yours; 


5 Your 


14 AT HELWO L D. 

Your Wife, that faral Morning, you do not know 
What Tears it wou'd have fav'd me. 
Atbel. Oh! ſpeak no more; 

TA ONT ws mn with Fi ire; they. pierce my 
| OU 3 

They emer, and diva in me! —DOtt have 1 trembled, 
As 1 do now, when Rev'rence-and.Defire, 

Shot from thoſe Angel Eyes, have warr'd within me : 
Yet never was | thus diſtreſs'd, before! 

| Ethel. That you are gen tous, my fond Heart confeſles ; 
E'ſe, how deſtroy'd a Wretch were Ethelinda! 
If, like the baſe among your Sex, you ſhunn'd me, 
Nor pitied the kind Weakneſs that betray'd me, 
But added Shame to Guilt, and grew inconſtant, 
And left me, for another; Save me, ye Saints! 

To what a-dreadtul-Depth of ſtartling Miſery 

Had my lot Honout plung'd me! 

Athel Grac'd, as you are, 
With artlofs Vettite, and uncoriſcious Beauty, 
Strengthen'd with Wiſdom, ſanctified by Truth, 


1 


And fainted o' er with Sweetneſs !—Tho' your-Voice 
Is tun'd to Tranſport, and each melting Accent 


Shakes to my Soul, and ſwells. Deſpair, to Muſick 3 
Vet is there ſomething ſo diſorder d, here, 
That I ev'n Wiſh thee ilent!! — Thy ſoft Words, 
Moving, and warm, and gentle as thy Boſom, 
Strike me, like Death, when his eternal wad 
Creeps in cbld Anguiſn o'er us! 2 
Ebel. Ol! my Kind Lord! 
To feel this wondrous Extaſy, for me! 
This nobleſt, tend'yeſt, Mark of mourntul-Paſſion ! 
Is ſuch a feet Atonement for my R 
That I could weep for- ever. e it my Glory, 
My Duty's Pride, and my full Heart's chief Joy, 
To give unbounded Love, in ſott Exchange, 
For your indulg'd Endearment, —— Let me not live, 
If 1 prefer not that dear Name, pour Wife, 
To all thoſe empty Sounds, thoſe titled Nothings, 
Which Edgar treaſures for his unknown Queen 
— My Lord! — you ſtart. ——and tremble, and look- | 
Pale! Come, 
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AT H E Lon t 


Come, — this quick Senſe of Gratitude and Love 
Works too intenſe, and l muſt ehide you for it. 


Athel. It is too much: * Honour and Hu- 


manit 
Diſclaim the 5 Heart chat cou'd bear this, f 250505 
Aud be leſs mov'd than l am. — Curſe on the wild, 
The boundleſs Luxury of wanton Love! "|" © 
W hat have I lot ! What am l doom'd to ſuffer ! * 
W ho cou'd heap Suff rings here! 
Ethel. Suff rings, ay Lord! 


And wanton Loye? —— What Love? — Whoſe 


| Sufferings? 
Athel. Mine, mine, thou injur'd Truth! b 
cou'd name wanton, ; 
And mix a Thought of thee? 
Ethel. But you nam'd Suff rings! 
Athel. What Los er lives without em? | 
Ethel. A Lover's Suff'rings : 
Once paſt, give preſent Joysalivelier Reliſh : 
The ſacred Tie that firms a Wife's ſoft Claim, ke 
Will free Son's Mem 17 from the Bluſh ot Weakneſs, | 
(Arhelwold aſide. 
How mean is Guilt, hab bow the Heart 
To:Falfhand and Diſguiſe! —— New in Diſſembling 
I ſhall betray my Grief, and fhame my Art.— — 
The Suff ring that Imeant, my Eahelinda, 
Was, that an il. tim'd Chancba awhile, with-holds 
Our Hands: But what are nuptial Forms, to Love! 
Prince Lrolyn, my Friend, alas! he loves you; 
Loves you, my Soui's{weet Pain, to ſucl. Exceſs, 
That his Life hangs but on his Hope of you! 
Jealous, he dies With Fear, that I am now | 
His Rival in your Love: what will he feel 
When Iam own d your Choice! —— May not your Pity 
Indulge appearance, for my Friend's wiſh'd Eaſe, 
Till Time, ar accident, gives means to fave him? 2 
Mean while 
Ethel. What wou d you do, mean mne my ted ? 
You wou'd not ſure! that 1 receive him? hear bim? 
Athel. That were too much. It might, perbaps, 
ſuffice, 'B 4 - Shou'd 


4 


But! deſerve it all. — My Fairy Dinan. 


16 ATHELWOLD: 
Shou'd 1, more rarely, and with Caution, ſeek 
The glefling of your Preſence. 
Ethel. My Lord! My Lord! 
You are detected. My taugbt Heart, at tlengrh, 
Blind as love made it, ſees your Baſeneſs through, 
And burns with Shame, and burfts with indignation. 
This poor Deceit was form'd, but to evade 


My due Repair of Honour. Twas the word Wie, 
That made this ſudden Politician of ou. 


Athel. Soften thoſe angry Eyes, which ſparkle on Fat 


Ethel. Away. 
Soul. 
—— Oh! what adrezdful Change i in my poor Heart 


nor bring Contagion to my 


Has one weak Moment made! — ſcorn d, like the Vile, 


Dithonour'd, infamous, deſpis'd for ever, 
J muſt become a Wanderer round the World; 


Meet Cold --— and Hunger,. Poverty and Shame, 


Anguiſh and Inſult. Better, all, than Man! 
The jaithleſs Mure'rer, Man! What am 1 er d 
to? 


Whom-hayeItruſted! Oh! 8 Heay' a! 
See my Diſtreſs, and puniſh me with more; 
1 cannot be too wretched. Begone, Deceiver. 
1 wou'd not curſe thee. _—1 will not wiſh thee Pain; 
But, never, neyer, let me ſee thee more. 
£4thel, Be not tranſparred thus, © e 
Ethel, Inſol nt Coldneſ “s we 17 


Młuſt laſt no longer, and I wake to Woe. 

Tbe pleaſing Folly finks; and, in its Room, 
Riſe Penit and Seorn, and laſting Pain. 
Now, now, the ſhifting Scene makes haſte to change! 
Now; now, comes onthe Race of Shame, and Grief, 
W hich every Woman is 'condemn'd torun, gs 
Who truſis her Honour to betraying Man! 
Vet, eve:y Woman, where ſhe loves, believes; ( 
Tho, not to doubt, is thus to be undone! - © © 

Oh !-whata Diff rence, twixt the Cams of Virtue, 

And theſe heaft-rending Pangs of Guilt and ſhame ! | 
* has Your 2 Jour "y _— A BY 

| | * Thad 
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ATHELWOTLD. 17 
That my flow Fears forboded ! Theſe are the Joys, 
The Sweets, the Tranſports, the Eternal Rounds 
Of Love, and Tender neſs, and Gratitude, 
| Which were to charm away my ſenſe of Ruin. 
O Woman! Woman! — What is Vanity! 
What is Beliet, that, tho' a Thouſand fall, 
e Rill ſhall Conquer, and ſtill hold our-Conqueſts! 
Athel. By the tweet Mem'ry of that deareſt Night! 
Ethel. Curſe on th' ill- choſen Oath! .. All, you 
can ſwear 
By Thar, will be as falſe and baſe as you are. 
Looſen your hated Hold: I will not hear 8 
Athel. Cou'd you lay hated 2 | 
Ethel. Off By the Eye of Heaven, 
That ſa my Faith betray'd, not all thy Arts 
= Shal foorh me to forgive We. — ze 
gone 
Athel Look yonder . 
Buy all my Hopes of Peace, Sas Tack SAL 
And Leolyn, in Conf'rence !, Oh! think—— Recover. 
Your icatter'd Spirits; and, round the neighb'ring Grott, 
Let us take diff rent Walks, and ſhun their Eye -- 
Ethel. When next I ſec thee, may my Woes! 
| Athel. Oh! hold. 
That on wou'd kill me. ST . do you tremble | 
| thus? 
Shall we not meet again? 
| Ethel. Once and no rs | 
Tillin Eternity. 
Athel. An Hour hence, he re, 
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_ © (Exenntſeverally. 
SCENE Tet 
Enter Oiwald, and Leo!yn. 


| What! and was this- your dong Cauſe of 

R 

g cauſe he boaſts to have won from Ethelinday | 

That Woman's Toy you * tor? 6's 
; Les. 3 willy indeed: | - 8: - But 


Af . 
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But cannot wiſhdiſhonourably. 
Oſw. That is, | 22 

Tou woudd not tell, as be does: —— why that's gene- 

rous! | „ 
Honour, in Love, is ſilenee.— But two ſuch Friends 

As you and 4thelwold, cannot, methinks, 

Have tought ag am'rous Quarrel. . Tour Rival's 
Thoughts : | 


Ack wihhigh Sure Projects? fametbing like Jex | 


Of Truſt ſuppos d betray'd ?——ſome Plot ? for: 
Schemings ? | 5 85 
Fome Aim your Caution ſtarted at? or which 
Your Oath to Edgar check d yaur wiſh'd Aſſent to? 8 
RE * this, no doubt, provok d proud Athel- 
wald. | 5 
No matter. 
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Fear him not. Of/waid has Por- 


6 "x7, 
And can procure yau the King's Thanks, perhaps, 
Ev'n a; 3 ee 7 5 his . 5 
Of Ethelinda, Women are paſſive Agents ME 
And, when Love prompts them, can out- ſuſter Martyrs, 
wou d not ſwear be wrongs her: yet I think ſo. | 
Believe him not. till J have Bunde ber. 
Halt Wales, with Leolyn, a Prince reſtor d, 
Shou d pleaſe a Woman, better than Earl Athelwold, 
A Traitor, fall'n from Power. Was it not thus? 
Speak frankly to your Miſtre ſs's Diſpoſer, 
And let Her thank your Loyalty. | 
Leo. Lord Oſwald, | | 
Im unpractis'd in the Arts of Court; | 
And my tree Thoughts range open as my Eye-balls. 
Wrong d as I am by Athelwold, my Heart © 
Diſdains to hide his Virtues He may have wiſhes; 
He may deceive, in Love, but not in Loyalty. 1 
A brave Man cannot ſerve a Prince, and wrong him. 4 
Of, Nobly remark d.— In Faith your Honour charm: 


WE x 
* 


me! . } 
Pee live indangrous Times, and Men muſt learn 
i | To try the Boſoms they od truſt their Peace in: FE 


— 
r 
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5 What ſudden Ruin might not care eſs lunocence 

W Draw on a great Man's Fortune: Had l unwarily 
Eſpous d your Int reſt- e're my Art had po's'd 
Vour hop d Fidelity, I had not known you! 
Now, all that Et helinda holds is yours 

W But —— already Athelwold s. | 
Leo. By Heav'n! 

] cannot bear th' inſinua ted Guilt ; 

re ſhadowy doubt diſtracts my tingling Heart, 
And I cou'd kill thee; but for trifling on it. 


me O/w. Kind, temp'rate, Madman !- Take my 
_ Thanks, ſo due 
1 To your indulg'd Ferbearance. By good Saint 


1 Auſtin! 
FTheſe Lovers are the wildeſt of all Lunaticks; 
WE Their Ravings have no Intervals l But ſee, 
WE Y our ſmiling Stars have ſent your Miſtreſs hither; 0 
That Madneis may be match'd, and ſooth d with Fely. 
Leo. Oh! my full Heart! Tis ſhe— 
Oſw. Thou | Gaiſh'd Lover! 


cCome— Hear me charge her, for thee. So, Ethe- 
yrs. linda. 
; Enter Ethelinda. 
Alone? and Cheeks thus roly ! 
ſworn, 
The Sun, as lively as He looks to day, a 
Had wanted warmth, without a Lover's Aid, 
Io light up that Carnation! Bay 
5 Ethel. I meant, my Lord, 
To have left the Garden Rut miſtook the Walk, 
I know not how l found the Inner Door 
"= lock d So c: me about, this ſhadier Way. 
O/w. You ſeem eonfus d, methinks ? 
Ethel. But warm, my Lord. | 
5 O/w. Tis a good Omen to a Lover's — | 
== That you bring warmth about you. Prince { eoiy7 
arm His ſigb'd a thouſand Raptures, in your Praiſe, 
And, gs loves you truly, take th's Mark; | 
7 Eiſewhere he's Eloquent Dumb in your Compony : 
And never ox'd lo like the Thing he is not, 


One wou'd have 


EIN 
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As 
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As you now ſee him. | 

Leo. Oh! judge not of my Pain, 

By this wy light Deſcription — bid not ſoft Trem- 
ings 

Seizeon my Tongue, Icou d haye told my Paſſion, 


In words, that humbler Truths have taught to ſpeak it. 


Ethel. "Tis yours, my Lord, by Priviledge of Blood, 
To treat me without Ceremony. But— Sir! 
If you wou'd have me think, you really love, 
Swear but to grant the firſt Requeſt: 1 make, 
And 1 ſhall wiſh you happy. 

Leo. 1 ſwear, with T. anſport. 

Ethel, This moment leave me, then, nor ever more, 

Speak of your hopeleſs Paſſion, | 
(Exit Leolyn, bowing. 

O;w. I did not think that thou had'ſt halt this Brav? ry ; 
Nor knew thee for a Heroine !_—why, what a Pi 
This well-tim'd Fierceneſs, this high Flaſh of Spirit, 
Met not the ſame deſerv d ſucceſs, as now, | 
W ben try'd againſt Earl Athelwold? - 
Ethel. Againſt Earl Athelwold? 

Oſw. Againſt him, for him, on him, or about him, 


Tam not nice, in Women's Rhetorick : 


It I muſt ſpeak it plainer, it had been well 
You had defended your loſt Honour, there, 


. As, here, your peeviſh — e pared 


I know you! ! 1 


Theſe Secrets keep not long, in our Court Air: 


Alreacy tis the Whiſper ot the Drawing- Room; 
And by To- morrow the King's Grooms will have it. 
Ethel. What have I liv'd to hear i——Is it, my Lord, 
A wonder that I :remble ? Who? what bold Ns 
Has gather'd Malice, from the Forge of Hell, WD 
To charge this Falſnood on me? 
Ofe. Why, thou woud 't call him, | 
No Doubt, Sweet Athelwold Fas Ay, fare, —00 
matter, 
When next you meet, my Beer againſt yours, 
Great odds, as Things gonow ! He'llbe forgiven. 
Ethel. Did Athelwold, the ſoft, the gen 1'rous Athel- 
Word! | ay 


ATHELWOLD. 271 
| Say This, of Ethelinda? | 
Oſw. Say it? He ſings it; 
Boaſts it, proclaimsit.Nay, within this Hour, 
Hung it on his Sword's Point, and he! d it out, | 
To clear the lov'd-dim'd Eyes of Leo! 1 : 
Ethel. Oh! —ill-known Athelwold! 
Where ſhall afflicted Ruin reſt conceal'd, 585 
If in a Breaſt like thine it finds no ſhelter ? 
Only forbear to curſe me. I do not kneel 
In Hope of fruitleſs Pardon. —Infamy, 5 
And Scorn, and Want, and Shame, are light 1 
To what I feel within me Conſcious Remorſe, 
And Rage, at my own Weakneſs, plunge Deſpair, 
And Agony, and Madneſs, thro” my Breaſt ; | 
And I ſhou'd be a Slave, it Icou'd wiſh | 
To live, and let the Sun's broad Eye look on me. 
Ofw. N Ethelinda,—-and hide thee in hy" C 1 
er: | 
There, as thou can'ſt, be comforted. Anon 
I will conſider, with thee, what is due 
To Pity, what to Honour. In yon croſs Walk 
Ot meeting Sycamores, or my Eyes cheat me, 
Or I diſcern the King !—Tis he —Begone. 
| (Exit Ethelinda. | 
What brings him hither, at a Time like this? 5 
His ſtep more baſt y too, and his rais'd Look 
ws ardent, and intent, than I have ſeen it! 
Enter Edgar. 
Els. Oſwald where i is the ?—paſs'd ſhe not his 
Way? | 
O/w. Who? Gracious Sovereign! 
Edg. She, — the only She:z— 
Star of my Hope! The Phantom of Defire ! 
The Power! x a6 thro' my Eyes, ruſh'don my Soul, 
And reigns, unnam'd, within me! Mounted, but 
now, 


I led the ſhouting Thouſapds flowly on: 

Rougding the Hill, beneath the terraſs'd Garden, 
There, tromabove: her Angel Form look'd over, 
And beam'd — on me. As once in Arms, 


Thou 
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Thou did'ſt behold me, like the Lightning! s$Flaſh, 
Shoot trom my Saddle, to the Aid of Ar heluold, 
Diſmounted, and in Danger; ſuch was the Fire 
Wich which L leapt, from my wide - ſtarting Horſe, 
Tbat ſide · long fled my Shadow! Low on the Ground, 
I knelr, and gaz d np at her The ſudden Stop 
Spread an Alarm thro? out; and the check'd Tri 
Halted, in ſhort Confuſion — This, when ſhe law, 
Surpriz'd, ſhe darted inward from WF Sight, 
And left Dejpair behind her! 
Ofwe Was it now, 
My Ever. cious Lord ? 
Hdg. This kuſtant; now. 
Biel by unuſual Chance, a private Key 
Gave me ſwift Entrance, 'thro' the Poſtern Door, 
To ſeek her, in the Garden. Am 1 awake! 1 
Enter Elfrid. 1 5 855 
Look ! Ofwald, look !—— Again, the ſhining Viſion 
Breaks Nees. my glowing Eyes !_—Thou Pride of Day- 


Thou tzireſt, lovelieſt, nobleſt Work of Nature! 

It thou art mortal, as my beating Heart, 

And my gerce Wiſhes promiſe, how have I loſt thee # 
Where is the Happy Corner of the World, 

That cou'd, thus Tong, conceal thee ? 


Again the King! — | 
Such wasthe.canqu'ring, the commanding. Softnels, 
With which he knelt, at the remember'd Altar, 
Whence my long Woes. took Date — — ST, — is it 

| enerous, «+ | 
With this light Freedom of licentious Rallery, 
To ſhock a Sranger s Modeſty : ? 

Ofw. Madam 

Eng. Be dumb. 


| ( Exit Oſwald, 
Why have thoſe piercing Eyes ſo ill N ; 
The 3 of my Ardour ?. Licence and Free- 
om 3 


wou „ in your preſence, be diffoly'd to Ave, 


And 


(Elirid aſide. 
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And flow in Sighs to ſoſten you This Hand?! 
Oh! give it me, — and 1 will ſwear upon it, 
That my charm'd Spirits never roſe, till now, 


| In ſuch a Tide of Extacy! That Heaven 


Has left your Sex in ſhade, to light up you, 
With every Grace that ſwells Deſire in Mortals; 
Or gives your Guardian Angel Pride to view you! 

Elf. What am Idoing? W hither am I drawn? 
Oh! the too chaming, the perſuaſive Speaker 
I feel his powerful Voice, in every Vein, 

As if my Heart expected, and confeſsd him. 
Sir! — if a Woman, flatter'd thus agreeably, 
Can judge unprejudic d. you ſeem ot Birth, 

Of Honour, and of high Accompliſhment! 
cannot therefore doubt, that when i tell you 
Earl Athelwold protects me, you will forbear 
To preſs upon the Solitude I ſeek, 
And, tor his fake, regard me. 

Edg. It Athelwotd | 
Protects you, I am Athelwold's Protector 
And you are doubly ſafe.— 

Elf. Perhaps, my Sovereign 
Forgive an-lgn'rance, that cou'd ſee and hear you, 
Yer waited, to be told, you were a King. 
Heaven has diffus d around your ſpeaking Air 
A Glow of Majeſty, that marks you Royal. | 
} ſhou'd have knelt, before, and paid this Duty, 
Undoubting'thatTow'dit. | 

Eds. Riſe — dear Divinity4 
And charm me with the ſweet, the heavinly Name 


= 
3 


: 


You muſt be worſhip'&by? ——_ You faid that Aibel- 


wold 
Was your Protector: Are you of his Blood? 
Nothing but that can make him dearer to me! 

Elf. Ask me not. what I muſt of Force conceal, 
And ſhou'd have more conceal'd, but my Sur prize 
Drew it unpurpos d from me. There is a Reaſon, 

A powerful Reaſun: why 1 muſt inſiſt | 
You ſuffer me to lcave you: my Stay wou'd ruin me. 
If you haye ever felt an am'rous Tenderneſs, 


And 


| 
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ls it your Right to rule? 
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And have not fzign'd it now, you will not wiſh 


To make a Woman wretched. I dare no more 


Than this Lou cannot love, if you datain me: 
Edg. Riddles and Torture! 1. 
EIV'd eb. 
With unſpoke Meanings fora an A ge to come; 
And youare meaſuring Moments ! . 
Elf. Are youa King? 


1 your Paſſi- 
on— 

There is a Liberty, that dwells with Love,. | 

Too brave for forc'd Submiſſion— — Stir not to fol- 

low me: = 35 
For, if you do, by all that's holy here, - 
And dreadful in Eternity! 221 ſwear, 
I will be loſt for ever. 
£ Exit Eltrid, 

Edg. The conſcious Grandeur of her inborn Pride 
Inflames her, for a Queen! Aw'd by her Erown, | 
I ſtood, inſenſible, and unreſolv'd,  _ 
Nor knew that I obey's her. Bo blind is Love! "© : 
Who wou'd have hop'd, this Soft ner, of my Soul, 
While Athelwold was wand'ring in her ſearch, 
Was ot the Blood, and in the Houſe, of Arhelwold. 


In vain proud Man, with buly Blindneſs, firings: 


And, thro? long Mazes, each dark Purpoſe drives, 
Loſt, on the Depth of Heaven's unſounded Will, 


We ſtill float doubtful, yet are active ſtil] 


Unwearied with Miſtakes, err on, content, 
And deviate into Bleſſings, never meant. 
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lis 
|  * . Ofwald and Leolya. 


Leolys. | | 

Atience! — Carle Patience: why doſt thou talk of 
Patience, 

W ith the ſame Breath, the ſame cold, taſteleſs Se 
That ſpoke Diſtraction to me? Baſt thou not told me 
That ſhe confeſſes it? that this proud Beauty, 
This haughty, fierce, diidainful, marbly Vertue, | 
Tha: ſ oru'd my honeſt Paſſion, this auſtere Frowner ! 


Has becn Pcrd:tion on the Name! *Twou'd Uk 
me. — 


Haſt thou not fir'd me with the baſeſt Truth | 
That ever ung the Heart of a Fool Lover! 
And doit thou talk of Patience ? Give itto Stateſ- 
men; 

ſpurn the ler vile Leſſon. Patience ſaid'ſt thou? 
Rage and Deſpair have broke upon my . 
And waſh'd away all Patience. 
Oſw. My Spirit, 
Thank Heaven! is none of theſe will fiery Racers; 
Tha, like a Spark in Flax, if not ſtrait [mother'd, 
Burns up thæ Road it runs thro'; yet | feel Warmth, 
W hen chaf'd by Provocation: Aud let me tell you. 
Tt.cre may be ways, and we way find em Prince, 
To reach this proud Preſumer. 

Leo. I muſt not aid tace: „ | 
He was my Friend; and then, my Life was his, 
By Tie ot Duty..—He was, fince, my Enemy; 
And then, again, twas hia, by Claim at Conqueſt. 
I'velotRevenge, to Honour. I have no Riaht 
To lift my Arm ag ainſt him: For, from a tand | 
Oblig d as mine has been, Juſtice itſelt : 
Would redden into Murder-—Bu:, were 1 Oſwald, 
Wrong'd, as Tos arts and free to wergh tacle Wrongs, 
| C V ithout 
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Without this Counterpoiſe of Obligation, 
I would hunt Athelwold tothe World's Verge; 
Nay, would leap after him, and ſnatch at Vengeance, 
Through the unfathom'd Depth of dark Eternity. 
Ofw. Itoo, perhaps, | 
Who have as light a Spring as you, Frince Leolyn, 
Might try that dreadful Leap, could I be ſure 
That it was bounded, But by Depth and Darkneſs : 
But, ſhou'd;therelie ſome Realm of Light beyond, 
I ſhould look fooliſhly, when 1 fell through, 
To find my State grown worſe than twas before, | 
And no Road. baek again. Methinks tis ſtrange, 
That you, hot Fighters, Friends of bare · fac'd Anger, 
Have never learnt our ſafer courtly Art | 


| 
| 
' 
: 
ö 
| 


— <> 


— 


Ot e without Danger you injure me, 
And 1 aſſault you openly: — Man againſt Man | 


Gives Chance an equal Caſt : Tis you or me: 3 
Suppoſe, Ky firſt you wrong'd, you, now, ſhou'd kill 
= 
Where's Vengeance then ? W hat Equity is here ! 
Noz letme pay th' Aflront, with a firſt Blow, 
Whereby I hazard nothing: That ſets us equal; 
And, if Ido not ſtrike home he's then, at liberty 
To ſtand oneven Terms, and try, once more. 
Leo. What dar'ſt thou do, for Ethelinda's Honour? 
Oe, Faves him- to pleaſe heron, and marry | 
er. . AL | | 
Leo, He cannot marry her. 5 ö | 
Oſw. Why truly, he who has, unmarried, won 
What others marry for, will wed at leiſure. : 
Leo. Cannot. I fay,— Death! thou att 
ſucha Trifler? 3 | 
Oſw. If you had ſaid he won d not marry her, 
Your Deas 109 err'd, with Likelio0d 
1 


* 
8 
* 


But that 


Has taught a Maid what Wives alone ſnould learn, 

And cannot therefore make that Maid his Wife, 

Is a new Point in Logick !-—Troth, I have ſeen 
The Court thick ſown with theſe inſtructed Virgins, 
Wo all grew up, to Husbands; and, ſometimes, 


Have 


Licenc'd your Arrogance, ſo near my Preſence, 
> 1 S 5 
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Have ev n learnt on, for Life, from their firſt Teachers. 

Leol. Tire me no more, with this provoking Lightneſs, 
Upon a Theme that {tings me, — I teil thee, he cannot; 
Mark me, — he cannot marry.Erhelinda ; | 
Becauſe — he has already married Elfrid. ——— 

Ofw. Elfrid! what Elfridd 3 

Leol. Why, that far-nois'd Elfrid; | : 
What is her Father's Name? The Weſtern Duke? 
Death! — I remember nothing : — Cornwall. — He: | 
The Duke of Cornwall. — She! whoſe tancied Charms M 


"The King was wile enough to chuſe this Athelwold, 


His Ear's Engroſſer, and his Eye's Purveyor, 
To go and look at for him. — A ſtrange mad Humour 
Work'd in his Brain, that ſhe might preve his Idol, 
His wild Church-Shadow that you have heard him talk of: 
You know it as well as 1. . What do you gazeat? 
Youliſten as if I prophelied! 3 
O/w. Tis Prophecy! ! 2 
And happily fo etels the long-wiſh'd Downfal 
Of our State- Column. This Atlas Athelwold! 
Who bears the Reaven of Favour on his Shoulders, 
And ſhadows all beneath him. — But, are you ſure? 
Leol. I told it, not to aid thy dark Delignings, 
But to lament the ruin'd Erhelinde. 
What will Fate do with that unhappy Charmer? 
Honour forbids me, now, to wiſh her mine; 
And he who has undone her is another's, 


Enter Edgar Haſtily. 


"Edo. Whois another's ? | 
O'w. The Prince, provok'd to Warm h, 
By News ſcarce credible; and loſt in Wonder, 
We heard not, Royal Sir! your near Approach. 


Eg. What News? — What Wonder? — Warm? 


The Prince was warm ? | 

Yes; — The hot Britiſh Blood, your Country's Proverb, 
The Lightning of your Tempers, flames, I find, 

To its full Violence. W hat mad Praſumprion 


2 To 
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To quarrel with Earl Athelwold to Day, 
Whoſe Friendſhip is your Fortune? 
| Leol. Sir, a Prince, | | 
Tho' Fortune wrongs him, in Reſtraint of Power, N 
Thinks, like a Prince, as when his 1 hrone ſuſtaia' 4 w. 
Edg. His Throne! proud Leolyn! 
Thy Father was a Rebel. Detected Treaſon 
Inverts the vanquiſh'd Traitor's Property, 
And he and his loſt Blood are Forfeits, all. 
—— 1 love the fearleſs Bravery of free Spirits; 
But thy blind Fierceneſs ſhocks me. — Urge it no farther: 1 
A moving Pity pleads thy Cauſe within me; j 
Nor wiſh I, thou ſhould' ſt blaſt it. 
Ofw, Gracious Sovereign! 
The Prince, unlike his Father, fought your Cauſe ; 
And ſtartles me with News, which (when ] tell you 
It joins the Names of Athelwold— and Traitor) 
Will juſtify the Wonder it has given me. 
Edg. Traitor-—and Athetwold' Profane Conjunction 
As well might the two Poles be preſs'd, to join, 
And cruſh the unbelieving World, between them. 
——Take heed, raſh Men! when ye dare touch the Honour 
Ofenvied A thelwold, that ye not fail 
Toprove his Guilr, ill, like a Sun-beam's Glare, 
It dazzles my Faith's Eye, and make it weep ; 
Oc your vile Malice ſha'l but fan the Fire, | 
That kindles to conſume ye! — What has he done? | 
Leohn! — Oſwald! — Speak: — one of ye, ſpeak! — 
Or muſt I wait, till you invent ſome Wile, 
To skreen your trembling Envy? — What wou'd * a 
Of Athelwold? 
8 Prince Leolyn aſſerts, 1 
That he has married the fam d Weſtern r. 
And has de ſcrib'd her falfly. 
 Fdg. Malicious Ignorance! + © after a ; Pauſe 
Oh! that the Power that rules the Heart of Man 
Wou' d, ever, thus make Miſchief impotent! 
—— See now this Falſnood! Learn to know this Traitor! 
This Athelwold! whom your inferior Souls 
Want Sympath) to judge of! — His Heart“ 3 Refinement, 
„ 


e eee eee eee 
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tor! 


nent, 
His 


His Elegance of Will, adorning Duty, 
Has plotted, with a Subject's {weet Deceit, 
To cheat his King, to Extaſy! — By Heaven 
] had not known, but for your bold miſtaking, 
That he had form'd this dear Deſign againſt me. | 
To Night he means, when Triumph's weary Noiſe 

Is huſh'd in Darkneſs, and my Min], unbent, 

Has Room for mighty Pleaſure, to ſurpriſe me; 
Jo pour upon my unexpecting Soul 

A Tide of Gladneſs. 
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He but heid it back, | 
To make its Flow more welcome. But I have ſeen her 
Thou, too, haſt ſeen her, Oſwald. The big Joy 
Bears down all Mem'ry, that you both preſum'd 
To wrong the Man I love; and 1 forgive it, 
That you may learn to worſhip Athelwold! 
oſw. Nay, I have ever ſaid, even to his Enemies, 
hat he was form'd for Loyalty! pr” 
Leob, This doubling Stateſman's Baſeneſs, and the Joy- 
Of his imperious Maſter, have uprooted 
The Prudence of my Patience: l muſt ſpeak, 
Tho' every Glance of his diidainful Eye 
Shot a new Ruin at me. Sir! b 
Of a bleſs'd Lover, near his promis'd Joy, 
Judge of the Vali neſs of my Siſter's Grief; 
Whom lone Deſpair, and Se 
Abandon to Diſtraction. 
Edg. ls it well done $2 
| To chuſe this Time, this Place, and thi 
To goad a conſeious Frailty ? 
Leol. To-morrow, Sir, . 
Had been too late: For, when your Heart is filbd 
With Elfrid, and with Rapture, how ſhould ] hope 
There can be Room, for Tho 
Or abſent Emma's Claim? 
Edg. Now, by the Stings, 
W- hich thy abrupt unart ful Inſolence 
Has rouz d. to fix their Points on my touch'd H 
The Power of Millions, warring on my Realms, 
Shou d never force me to thy Sifter's Arms. 
Had ſhe a Charm for every 


y this Tranſport 
nſe of hopeleſs Love, 


s raſn Manner, 


ughts of a paſt Promue, 


Fault of thine, 
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30 AT HELWOLD. 
Nature has curs d her with one ſingle Stain. 
That blots out all her Virtues. The Part, ſhe ſhares | 
Of thy Rebellious Blood, is Bane to love. | 
—— O 4thelwold! how am | bleſs d in thee! 
The Guilt of others, held againſt th Ls : 
Reflects it ſtronger on me.. Well may Traitors 
Malign thy Loyalty, Antipathies 
Hate, by the Law of Nature. — Take this Sword: 
W hy have I Power, if not tocurb Preſumprion, 
When it inſults my Pity ? 
see him a Priſoner in the Caſtle-Tower! 
And, when I am no longer angry. ask me 
V hit | reſolve concerning him? Exit Edgar. 
Leol. Tis well: 
The World and I, grown weary of each other. 
Can ſeparate, withour Sorrow. 
( ſu. See, it good Fortune 
Brings not Earl Athelwold into the Garden! e 


D ſlemble your Concern; and Iwill move _— 


To ſtir in your Behalf, and reconcile yau 

To the King's Pardon. | 
Leol. Shame on thy ſupple Soul! 

Thou art the moving Shadow, on the Dial: 

Point'ſt at each diff rent Hour with equal Eaſe 3 

But meaſuring all, art nothing. 
Cſw. By good St. Auſtin, 

An apt and keen Conceit ! -— The Caltle-Tower, 

And Solitude will ripen Meditation, 

Till your Wit quickens, and your Fireflames double. 

Enter Athelwa'd, ſtarting at Sight of Leolyn. 

Ath, Prince i eolyn! — of ail the unwelcome World, 

The laſt I would have met! (Retiring, 
Leol, Hold, Sir; a Word | 
Ofw. He has bethought him of my good Advice, 

And takes the Hint, he Tcoff'd at. 
Lefl, When my Friend ſerves me, I forget him not. — 

Let me diſcharge a Debt my full Heart owes you; 

It may be long, e er we ſhall meet again; 

Therefore, before we part, I judge it needful 


To whiſper in your Ear — that Athelwold 


— 


Isa deteſte d Vill. in. —— Ath, | 


lh, 
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Ath. drawing.) A Villain! Leolyn! — ( After a Pauſe. 


Yet — keep thy Life. Thou haſt been injur d by me. 
The Wrongs that I have done forbid Revenge N 


Againſt the Wrongs I ſuffer. (Puts up his Sword. | 


Leol. Racks on thy Heart! 
Forbid Revenge! how dar'ſt thou name Revenge? 
Thou looſe Betrayer! Thou Reproach of Greatneſs! 
Thou ee Deceiver! Revenge! .— Great Heaven! 
Let Ethelinda's ruin'd Innocence ts 
Riſe on thy trembling Soul, — 'twill fright Revenge, 
And ſhake thee into Senſe of filent Shame, | 
Thou calm, cold Ruiner! 

Ath, Nay, now, thou knoweſt, thou wrong'ſt me: 


| Thave been 00 Reſolv'd, and dar'd a Guilt, 


I will not dare to juſtify. Farewel ; 
When, in ſome cooler Moment, thou deſerv'ſt 
To hear my ſerious Thoughts, I may confeſs 
I have been faithleſs to thee. 
Leol. Stay — e er thou goeſt, | 
Let my exulting Heart proclaim one Joy; 
Edgar, betray'd like me, has Power, and Will, 
To puniſh his Betrayer, — I have told it, 
Oſwald already knows; —- the King too knows it ; 


Ahd the whole World ſhall join, to curſe thee for it, 


That thou haſt married El/rid. — That happy Secret 
Was all, that Fortune left me, for my Vengeance, 
And I have given it to the Tongues of Millions. 
Ath. Thou haſt not done that Outrage on thy Honour? 
Leol. NN done it ! By the Pangs which wrung my 
| bo | . 
For Ethelinda's Ruin, but J have 
Not done it. T was the laſt, the livelieſt Stroke, 
That I could pierce thy Heart with. | 
4th. Then, thou ſhal: die, (Drawing again. 
My Gut, abſoly'd, by baſer of thy own, | 
Diſclaims Contrition, — re- aſſumes Revenge, 
And gives thee up, to my remorſeleſs Anger... 
Def: nd thy Life, more bravely than before, 
Or thy hot Blood ſhall bluſhupon my Point, 
To expiate thy Diſhoneſty, ———— 
C4 Teol. 
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Teol. See, where my Sword, : 
Lodg'd in a colder Hand, ſecures thy Bravings. | 
Now boaſt the well-tim'd Triumphs of thy TgPgne, 
Thar, ſafely, daresa Priſoner. . 
Ath. Reſtore it, Oſwald; 
How, or by whole Com mand, tis thine, no matter — 
I] have not Leiſure now, to ask, or hear it: 
Give him his Sword, this Inſtant. - 
| Ofw. My Lord, 1 hold it by the King's Command, 
Ath. Talk not to me of Kings! — Leſs than a God 
Wou'd now want Power to keep i it; give me the Sword, 


( Forcing the Sword from Oſwald. 


On Pain of rhy own Life, refuſe it not. 


Away —— nor interrupt us. 
Oſw. Alas! A as! 
Ho fruitleſs is gcod Counſel! (Runs out haſii y. 


Ath. Here,, take thy Sword, 
And teach it, if i: can, to guard thy Baſeneſs. 
Leol. Oh! that my boiling Blood had no Reſtraint, 
But Fear of what thou rhreaten'ſt and that this Morning 
Had left Refentment free; nor curs'd my Memory 
Wich that loath'd Life, which, fince twas par d by 1 
Is mine no more, againſt thee. | 
A. h. Per ſhthe pocr Pretence 
hat covers thy Confuſion! — if aught, I did. 
Had Merit to with-hold thy Arm, take Notice, 
That | renounce it. 1 deſpiſe thy Gratitude, | 
Faiſe, as thy Boaſtings. It thou want'ſt yet more, 
To re-inſpire thy Rage, and wake thy Honour. 
I will invent Di graces, to provoke thee! 
If, in Contempt of th y too weak Reſiſtance, 
1 ſpar'd thy Lite, — Againſt my Mercy, weigh 
My Triumph, o'er her ùnnocence who charm'd thee; 
Taat m kes the Palance even. Oh! Thou haſt rais'd me 
To ſuch a burning, ſuch unmaſter'd Anger, 
That I grow baſe, as ihhou art, — and thy _ 
Will ſtream in vain to quency i it. 
Leol. Rail on li wait, 


*5pite of thy Arrogance, I'M wait, — nor kill thee, | 
Till ſome new Injury ſets free my Rage, | 
And blots out Obligation, | ; £tb.. 


. 


Oh! doubt it not. 


Ath. Tortures and Fire! „„ i; 
Sha't thou inflame me thus. Unſeat my Soul; 
Tear out wrong'd Patience from my bleeding Heart, 


And work me into Tempeſt! Then grow cool, 
And inſolently mild, with Stoick Tamenels, 


Hope. thou couid'ſt top me, in the ſteepeſt Fall 


Of my whole hurried Vengeance. No, — if thou 
| wait'it | | 
New Provocation, it attends thy Call- 
This will enrage thee, to renew thyRaſhneſs; (Strikes him. 
And meet the Death I meaz thee. | tat 
Leol. Yes — That has done ii: | (Drawing. 
Now, thou haſt freed me, from all fond Reluctance, 
And ſinctiſied the Will, that ſiun d before. (They fight. 
O/w. (without) Haſte _— or we come too late. 
(Enter Guards, and beat down their Swords. 
Ath. Mea e prevented. | # 
Leol. Then I mult wait, and groan for Liberty, 
To thank thee, as | ougat, kn. 
Ath. For Liberty! 


| By Heaven it ſhall be thine: 

] w:ll, myſelf, find means to force thy Freedom, 

That I may claim thy Life, in juſt Exchange, 

Where ſhall we meet ? (Softly. 
Leol. Weſt, on yon terraſs'd Cliff. ws N 
Ath. Expect Delive ance, e' er an Hour be paſt; 


Then halte, — and find me there. | 


Enter Oſwald, 


 Ofey Quick, ſcize Prince Leolyn. | 
Leol. It ſhall not need; iny Sword is yours, again, 
Conduct me, at your Pleaſure. | 5 
O w. Lead to the Tower. (To the Guards. 
N (Exeunt Leolyn, Oſwald, and Guards. 
Ath, Be huſh'd, my Heart; — forget this raſh Man's 
Rage, . | ra” 
An ], till Il meet him next, be weak as Woman 
For Erhehnda comes, and brings Reproach, 
That bos m to the Duſt, in conſcious Shame, 
5 | | Enter 
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Enter Sthelinds: 1 Athelwold. 


Eth. Cool'd, by a ſhort Reflection, into Tlope, 
That I miſtook your Purpole, let me, yet ſay, 
You are well met, my Lord. = 

Ath. Oh! wou'd I were! 
The Time has been, when if we two were met. 
There was no World beyond us. 
But, now, I wander, like ſome fabled Ghoſt, 
Trembling, and earneſt to impart his Secret, 
Yet wanting Power to {peak it. 

Fth. Such Ghoſts, they ſay, 
Wait, to be ſpoke to, firſt ; then they reveal 
Their dreadful Wills, and vaniſn. T will be thus 
With your proud Heart : Soonas | have accus'd you, 
Cover'd with Shame, your Anſwer will be ſhort, * 
Confus'd, and fatal; and you wil vaniſh from me, 
Alas! I fear, for ever. Look on me, Athelwold!. 
Raiſe your fal'n Eyes: They once cou'd gaze, delighted, 
And hung their Beams on mine, as both were form'd 
Of one divided Flame, which parted, hard, 
And ſtruggled for Re- union. Teach em, once more 
To fix an unmov'd, ſtedfaſt Look upon me; 
Hold them, thus earneſt, nor decline their Lids, 
Till you have anſwer'd me this one ſad Queſtion : 
What have I done, that could deſer ve, from Athelwold, 
That he ſhould boaſt my tuin'd Peace, to Leolyn? 
Your conſcious Eye finks, guilty. —My Lord! my Lord! 
The Virtue that inſpires this gen'rous Shame, 
Had ſhewn a nobler Influence, had it taught you, 
That Inſult, always baſe, is doubly ſo, : 
When he who caus'd the Crime, upbratds it too. 

Ath. Can you believe me ſo deprav'd a Wretch, 
Se loſt ro Honour, Gratitude, and Shame, 
As to be conſcious of a purpos'd Guilt, 
Thus infamoully vile? 

Ath. Ido, by Heaven! TY 

Nay, know you guilty; for ſince I ſaw you laſt, 
My Uncle cruelly reproach'd me with it, ES 
End told me you proclaim'd it. Az7. 


And loſt but Duſt, in poliſhing 
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Ath. Proclaim'd it! No: „„ | 
I am unhappy, but I am not baſe. 
It were too and too perplex'd a Tale, 
While Miſery lies, unloaded, on my Heart, 
To undeceive thee, now. It thou believ'ſt 
J am that low, unmanly W retch thou ſpeak ' ſt me. 
Take this diſhonovr'd Sword, pierce my falſe Breaſt, 
Revenge thy Wrongs, and ſave my Tongue the Shame 
Of what ir, ſoon, muſt tell thee. þ ES 
Eth. What would'ſt thou tell me? 
Thou trembleſt! and I read ſome dreadful] Meaning, | 
That ſtruggles to break on me Why wilt thou kneel ? 
There glows a gen'rous Tenderneſs about thee, 
V hich half abſolves thy Purpoſe, and bids me hear thee 
With Firmneſs and with Pity. | 
Ath. Oh! Ethelinda! Es 
Out with it, — ſpeak, - Would'ſt thou not fay, — I 
. hate thee? | 
Ath. No. by my Soul, tho Time has chang'd my Love, 
'Tis chang'd, but as the Diamond, that grows brighter, 
"Tis, now, 
No more a fierce wild Flame; but, in its Place, 
Truth, calmer, and more laſting. Tis ſoit Reſpect, 


*Tis tender Thought, kind Will, and grateful-Mem'ry; 
Tis Friendſhip 


"Tis ſuch Love as Angels fee), 
Who mix their meeting Fires, and flame together. 

Eth, Such was the falſe, the artful Eloquence, Ky 
That lur'd me to my Ruin. But my Heart, 
Inſtructed by Diſtreſs, can now read Meanings. 
Who, that is new in Paſſion, could believe, 

That this ſair Picture, of thy faded Love, 
But proves thou lov'ſt another. 

Aih. W hat would'ſt thou fay, 
When thou ſhalt h-ar me own, That Fear is juſt ? 
hen I confeſs, abhorrent of Deceit, 

That Love, which ſeem'd to root my Soul in thee, 
Has new traniplanted it, to Elfrid's Boſom ? 

You ſtart! asif my Guilt were yeta Secret, 

Tho” I eolvn, confeſſus he has told it: 

For, in his ill retaining Breaſt, I truſted 


STM MNS'D D.*. 
- Thetatal Secret of my double Falſhood, 


Both to my King and thee. He ſhould have added, . 
How l was loſt. That Will, and Faith, and Reaſon, | 
At once gave Way, beneath a Weight of Paſſion; 
And againſt Judgment, Honour, Love of thee, 
Fame, and Allegiance, I was born away, 
Till ſhe, ho ſhould have been my Maſter's Queen, _ 
Deceiv'd; like thee, became, oh! turn aſide 
Thy Eyes while! have Voice to hy — my Wite. 
Et h. Go'on. 
Ath. Thou art not mord. Some Power divine 
Suſtains thy gentle Soul! 
Eh. I pity thee ſo mean a Stratagem, 
Shamefuily form'd to force me vpon L eslyn, 
And free thee from the Pain of long diſſembling. 
Go on, — that l may teach my Heart to hate thee. 
This low Contrivance, this poor Trick ot Art, 
Is baſer than Inconſtancy. 
Ath. Sorrow, like inine, 
Sink the ſad Heart too low, for Artifice, 
And my proud Soul out- ſwells, and floats above it. 
That lam loft, be) ond Redemption loſt, 
My Root, that once grew proud, in hopes of thee, = 
Conceals too clear a Witneſs. — Yer may ſt :hou curie me, 
It I not reve:ence and eſt:em thee, till, 
With my Heart's inmoſt Softneſs. Thy Power i improves 
Ev'n by Defection. Loſt, to my frailer Senſe, 
My S-4ladores thee, like ſome nameleſs _ 
In which, the Woman mixes with the Angel, 
And makes a new Divinity. 

Erh. Thy Words, | 
Thy Looks, diſorder d, ond thy cewbling Frame, | 
Fill me with Fear and Wonder. t cannot be. 
Thou ſhould'ft, thus mov id, and movingiy, diſſemble: . 
By H av'n! I will be ſatisfy! d. Thou * 5 | 

This Rival, this imaginary Eid, 
Js now in thy Apartment: Iwill fly tither; 
Ang, when I have unravel'd all thy Guilt, 


8 looſe Deipa' r, at once, and die, d. ſtracted, 


Mb, 


Io qui cken Pleaſure's Reliſh, by Surp. ize: 
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Ach. Oh! ſtay : —For Pity's Sake! for your own Sake! 
For mine! For the King's Quiet! | 5 
Eth. Il not be held, PEN 
Tho' Kings, and Flames, and War, and Devaſtation, 
And Death himſclf ſtood threat'ning. 25 
O26 TP nn, (breaks away, and runs off. 
Edg. What! hoa!— Lord -thclwold, (A ithout. 
Ath. Tis the King's Voice! | 
Edg. What has, thus long, disjo n'd thee from my Joy? 
Hid from thy Sight, by the dark Grot between us, 
Thy Voice took Pity on my Heart's Impatience, | 
And taught me how to trace thee, Pomp cou'd not pleaſe, 
While Friendſhip waited for me: Sudden, 1 left 
Th'unfiniſh's Triumph, fill'd with a nobler Joy, 
And wanting Soul to taſte it, in thy Abſence.” 
But thou art grown a Lover, Athelwold 
An angry Lady left thee! -] s it poſſible, 
That the unjud2ing Sex have Wills, ſo blind, 
That Athelwold, in Love, can ſigh in vain, 
Puaiſh the peeviſh Beauty with Neglect, 
And fly to thy King's Heart, fer Refuge from her, 
Ath, 1 bluſh, — and am confounded, — my gracious 
Lord! Soto 3s 22 
To be ſurpriz'd in my unguarded Weakneſs, 


By your too piercing Eye — Yet Woman's Power —— 


Edg. Teach the tall Pine to bend, before the Wind. — + 
What! has not Edgar fe't the Power of Woman? 
They toy with Scepters. and the Frowns of Kings 
Serve them to ſmile at. When the wanton Tyrants 
Play over their ſoft Triflings to the Heart, _ 

They ſet their Eyes on Fire, to light us u. 
Then melt us into Warmth, that ſoftens Wiſdom, 
And we receive the Stamp their Folly gives us. 
But why haſt thou deceiv'd thy Prince's Truft > 
Thou art for ever _ ſome kind Plot, 


But I have now detected thee, — and mean 
For once, to ſpoil the Grace of thy Deſign, - 
And break upon thy Purpole, | 
Ath. Royal Sir! LY dic, 3 
If ſome malicious Foe =— Ed;. 
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ae. Les, yes, they charge thee, 
An} all thy Guilt lies open : === But thy Plottings 
Make Lojalty look dull, and ſhame plain Duty. 
I have unveil d the Secret. Lead — to thy 2 
When we are there, I will convict thee, Athelw 
Of ſuch Deſigns againſt thy Soy? reign's Reſt, 
As more than 1 l thank thee for. | 

A h.( Aſide. ) Whither will Fortune drag me—Tam Gif: 
cover'd, 
And he but puts on Joy, to ſhame my Ruin 
With the Contempt of Eaſineſs, 
Eg. Yes, Athelwold, 
es ſnall learn, from thy deſery'd Renown, 
From Honours thou ſnalt owe my ſtrengthen d Crown z 
That, where the Monarch is not blind of Heart, 
Affection js the Favourite's wiſeſt Art: 
While, to Self-ſervers, due Contempt is ſhown, 
Let Friends who ſeek our Int'reſt find their own. 
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SCENE, Athelwold's Apartment. 
| | Elfrid, and a Lady. 
Elf. 7 Har does her Coming mean: He cou 
4 W not ſend her. * 
| ain what Diſtinction ſeems ſhe ? | 
Lady, In her Deportment, | 

Awfully ſad, or proudly angry, Madam. 

Elf. I fave her from the Window. Ske ſcems much 

mov 

And carries in her Face, a kind of War, . 
Of Sorrow, againſt Pride; that ſhades, yet ſoftens 
The Rigour of her Beauty; as I bave ſeen 
A hovering Cloud obſcure too fierce a Sun, 
And make his Influence ſweeter, — Said ts, my Lord 
Commiſſioned her to ſee me. 
_ Lady, Madam, ſne did; 
On ſudden Buſineſs, ofthe utmoſt Conſequence 


To 
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To your own Peace, and his. 


Elf. Look! - what Impatience! 
She ſtays not your Return. Wait, within Call. 


(Exit Lady. 
Enter Ethelinda, 


I thought myſelf ſo much a Stranger, here, 

That I receive you, Madam, 1n Surprize, 

I may have Cauſe to bluſh at, when I've learnt 

To whom I owe this Favour, 

Eth. You owe it, Madam, | 

To the too liberal Will of one, whoſe Favours 
More of your Sex, than you, have been oblig'd to. 
So kind a Purpoſer as Athelwold, 

Means much, he leaves imperte&. _—. You had rather 
He ſhoald have come his own A mbaſſador, - 

Than ſent a Repreſenter, ſuch as Iam); 
Unquaiified to ſmooth your angry Brow, 

That frowns cold welcome at me. 

Elf. I frown, indeed! 


To hear the Name of Athelwold pronounc'd 


With this familiar Licence! — Sure! you know him 
With more than common Intimacy, Macam, 
Who treat him with this Frankneſs? 
Eth. If to have been his Intimate, 
May licence Frankneſs toward him, the Court has 
Claimers, + 5 | 
Who can diſpute their Title to your Lover, 
By Rights, of longer Date, and juſter Tenure, 
Than thoſe you hold him by. 
Elf. Your Pardon, Madam, | 
I find, I was miſtaken in your Purpoſe; | 
But twas my Woman's Error. She inform'd me, 
You came from Athelwold. Had ſhe {aid for him, 
I ſhould have better known with what Reſpe& 
To entertain your Viſit. On my Word, 
He was unkind, to givea Lady Pain, 
Who loſt him thus reluctantly. 


You watch 


His firſt Return to Court, with Eye, too keen, 


To be ſo coldly look d at. 


I took you fora Shadow. But, I perceive - 


And 1 appear'd too warm. 
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Eth. Though he told me 
His Roof conceal'd a Witneſs of his Guilt, 


His Falſhood may be truſted, when he ſpeaks 
Of his own Baſeneſs. — Think me not abrupt. 
If Oaths had Power to bind, he ſhou d be mine. 
Triumphant in the proſperous Price of Beauty, 
Your caſy Scorn inſults the Miſerable. 


Unconſcious of their Anguiſh. —— Senſe of loſt Phe 


Perhaps, tranſported an afflicted Heart, 


— 
* 


I ſhallno more invade your wiſh'd Repoſe ; 
All I would ask is — Pardoa the dreadful Queſtion, 


Aie you the Wife of Azhelwoi 4 ? 


Elf. The H :/e ! 


W hat Right of Claim could he preſume, te to Me, 


Eat what that Title gave him: 
Eth. Farewe) —— for ever. 
Kneel, and pray Heaven, to whoſe ſodlulgent Hand 
You owe Attraction, to increaſe, and guard it; 
Elſe will your deſtin'd Ruin ſoon inſt rut you, _ 
That he, who, tempted by your Charms, betray'd 
His Heart's vow'd Miſtreſs, and decciv'd his King, 
Will, for ſome new Temprarion, give up you, 
And leave you ſubject to another's . 
As lam, now, to yours. 
Elf. Stay, Madam, ſtay, | e 
You have alarm'd me, to my inmoſi Soul; 
And I adjure you, as you hope Return 


— 


Of your depar ted Peace, not to go hence, 


Ti | you explain the fatal Myſtery, EE 
Which your laſt Words were fuld with. 
Eth. The Part I bear 7 


In the black Meaning, my fad Soul determines 


Td feel in Silence, ti I ſhake it off, 


To Diſtance, whence it can return no more. 
For you, the King, who ſent this truſted Favourite, 


To court you to the Bed of Royal Edgar, 

Not that of Athelwold,. — The King, thus wrong d, 

Wall 8 your falie Lover, with Revenge, 4 
Which, 


, 
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Which, amidſt all my Agonies, I dread; - - - 
And tremble for hir Woes, who has deſtroy d me. 
Elf. O my toreboding Heart! — A thouſand Wonders 
A thouſand Myſteries, at once reveal d, F 
Come ruſhing on my Memory ! — Now, Athelwold, 
No longer is eee 25-5064 
Why the King's Eye was jud 'd more dangerous | 
Than Shoals, and Rocks, Shipvererks : — 
the M yſterx | 
Ot Royal Edear' $ Words, fo ltely heard, - 
Opens, unveil'd, upon my frighted Soul; 
And Pain, and Terror, and Confufion, ſhake me: 
Oh! cruel Undeceiver? why have you wak'd me: 
Why have you torn me from my joyleſs Calm 2 
Which, Ty it gave no Tranſport, lulld me in 


Tn wo theſe Storms of Life from breaking on me. 


ku gy 
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La. The King is entring here! 
And my Lord with him. Scarce had Breath, to of 
Before, —and give you Notice. 

Eff. Save him, kind Heaven! r hg 
Teach me, ſome Angel, to avoid this King. 0 


Teach my diſtracted Heart to ſcape this — 


Which way may we retire 2- We e w 5 Door 
Opens upon the Gallery. 5 

La. Tis lock d, and * here! 0 

Ethel, Oh! the ſevere Reſolve. of righteous aun! 
They come ! I tremble; for this — 5 b 
And OY unwilling Feet are rooted here : Sante 


Enter Edgar, followed by Athelwold. 
Ed. Why doſt thou linger, er, Athel wold 2 ck here! 


The Secret thou would'ſt f ve withheld, yet longer, 


Shines out, like the Sun's Heat, to — Nature, 
D And 
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And make Creation imile !. -Elfrid ! 


| = | 4 
Soul ingdom's-Ho! * my Fame! my Glory! . 
Thou art his > Okt 1=— Oh1-let- thy Angel- Tongue 

oin, to confim.my Vow, — this lov'd" Friend! 
| * ins to whom 1 owe the ſweet W "ar 
That I t upon thee, thus approach t 
Lend me eee — this Oath, 

Which, by my Souls eternal Hopes, I fwear 
That Day and. Night ſhall ceaſe, and Time be loſt, 
And Nature's flack' ning Springs unwind the World, 

E re I forget his * my Heart, 5 
Or hold my. Athelwold leſs dear than now. 

Elf. Confirm his Oath, kind Heav'n! 

Ed. Thou ſaint - lille Goodneſs l. 1 HS 
How ſhall my ſwelling Heart contain this Joy : 

This over-pow'ring Clidneb) ——ÞBleſs'd as I am, 
Center'd in Happineſs, * twixt Love and Friendſhip, 
I can look down on my negle&ed Throne, 
Can ſee the Pride of Power riſe far beneath me; | 
And Heaven has ſcarte refery'd one Bliſs to wiſh for. 
Oh! blind, blind Man! (Exit * 

Elf. aſide.) Her ardent Senſe of Wrongs - 

Points at her Life, and Charity compels We- 
To fave her, from herſelf. (Ba Eli, 
ag What mean their: Looks? 

| s of Terror, arid-diforder'd * 1 

W Vate they vaiiſh'® thus? ==Hat-By ef 14 
Thou, too, art töuch'd with the contagious: Madneſs! 
Now has ſome Devil, malignant to thy Truth, 

Wrought to perplar hee No Patt of Lerch Igevern, 


* 


Dares cheriſi that could wound my Friend, 
Wich e tot N ot Anguiſh! | 
Athel 1 


Could be expreſs d w Looks! or that my Chas. 

Great Subſtitute of Hebrews, could read my Heart, 

Like that firſt Power who made it! : Cons 
Ed. What haſt- thou ſuffer d? we 

1 think I ſnould have ſaid, what haſt thou doner 

| Buy that” I ſpeak to athelwold,” 2 1 a 


hel. 


7 
Have trac'd thee over, al ehidve — Rem; 


Read the too fatal Power of Elfid's Beauty. 


To charge their Treaſons on their King's Example, 
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Athel. How baſe, 


How like a Coward, fighting blind, is be, > 
Who dares commit the Crime le dares not own ; 
And, bold enough to know hmſelf a Villain, 1 
Fears; leaſt Another knows it! 

Ed. Stop. Say no more. LES 
Art not thou Athelwold? Let me Won on let. 3 
No: -B thy ſaered Empire, in my Heart, 

It cannot be. I-am at Peace again. 
Go on — thy Enemies, in vain, accus'd thee; 


But thy own'\ ords arm d me. Vet, my ebe | 
Eyes . 


Even from the Power to werder a mean Mind, 
Uaſuited and deceitful,” | 
Athel, What can 1 ſay? 
Guilt, ven it meets Suſpicion, or Reproceh, 
Suſtains irſelf, within, and learns to balance 
Offence, by Puniſhment. But where it tinds 
Compaſſion and has wrong d a gen rous Confidence, 
It ought to bluſh, in Blood, and has no Way 
To Pardon, or to Peace, but this—rhrough Death. 
Ed. Dif rming him.) Hold thy raſh Hand—And, like my 
Subject, lea n, | 
To die, when I. command thee. Cat ir be Poſſible - 
One, brave, as Thou art, ſhou'd have Guilt, to juttify * 
This Fear of a"Friend's Eye? — Is EAI mine ? 
Or, truſted with the Wants that preſs'd my Soul, 
Hiſt thou. inſtead of giving, robb'd me of more, 


Pd 


And left thy Prince a Bankrupt ? Unbleſs d by Lore, 


And yet depriv'd of Friendſnip; ! | 
Arhel, What has not Love AD 'N 

Made Honour guilty of. Turn, Royal Sir, 

Turn your Eyes inward, and, in Emma's Tears, 


How cou'd weak Athelweld expect to conquer, 

Where god-like Edgar fell! 5 
Ed. Heav'n! *tis Thy Hand. 

When Subjects, thus, from Prince's Crimes, grow 100 


And ſhame us into Juſtice! — True, J Thave err d; 
D 2 bus 5 55 


4 ATHELWOLD. 
But mark, what Difference 'twixt my Guilt, and that 
Which thou nor dar'ſ to ſpeak, nor I to hear. 
By Effrid won, from Emma; Love, in me, 

Prov'd but too. ſtrong for Love. In thee, not Love, | 
To Love was treacherous. — But Love, to Honour, 
To Friendſhip, Loyalty, to ſworn Obedience; 
To all the violated Laws of Life! 
What Subje&, though unfavour'd, dares invade © 
His Sovereign's Claim? But, when that Teas is 
A Servant roo. bound. by the double Tie, 
of Duty and Allegiance; when, beyond 1 

His King, his Maſter, whom he wrongs, ſclefted him, 

Treaſur'd his Hopes and Wiſhes, i in his Heart; 
Liv'd in his Breaſt ; partial but in his Cauſe; _ 
And, 2 warring Worids, wou'd have defended 


What can that faithleſs Traitor' s Reaſon urge, 
To march. his Guilt, with mine? 


Enter Elfrid beſtty | 


Ef. Ooh — Aubelwold wy | 
The injur'd Stranger, ſtrong by Deſpair's wild Rage, 
Breaks, like a Tempeſt, . our Servant's Care, 
And meditates Deſtruction. No Voice but yours 
Wil calm her into Patience, In her Heart's Anguiſh, 
She calls on Athelwold, till Shrieks of Woe | 2 
Eccho, from Tower to Tower, your fatal Name, 
Aud the wide Caſtle rings. with her Reproaches. 

Ed. Go-—and appeaſe her Grief, thou Source of 

Sorrow ! 

Free my dim'd Eyes from aching at hy Preſence, 
And leave me to the Pain of ſharp Reflection. 
What thou ſhould'ſt ſuffer, — a Prince's Hand, 
Whg is this Wretch, by, rhine | a * 
oo fatal ge 
Why Rave 1 found thee, but to loſe thee more, . 
And change a painful Hope, for certain Miſery! 

Elf. It, in your royal Heart, I hold ſuch 1 
Abate your: Wonder at es . in 3 8 

0 WAY 
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Why — you Friends, but that your Souls had Sym- 


And 2 5d, each like other? Tis ſcarce a Moment, 1 
Since I firſt learn's, that when he preſs' d his Paſſion, 
He wrong'd his Sovereign's Meaning: Yer, already, 

I find the Fault moſt yours —Love is a Leveller, _ 
And all Degrees are equall'd, where he rei us. 
Why was another ſent, if Edgar lov'd me . 
Why was not Cornwall honour'd by your Preſence, 
When your unnumber'd Navy ſwept her Coaſts, 

In your laſt Guardian Circuit? Had you then landed, 
Indulgent to wy loyal Father's Prayer, 

From what a dreadful Length of deſtin'd Woe, 

Had my fad Heart been guarded! 

Ed. 1 law thee, firſt, | 
Unknowing thou wer't Elfrid, at the dread Altar, 
Where, from our awful Danſtan's holy Hands, Sa 
The conſecrated Oil' confirm'd me King. 

How wer't thou loſt, {o ſoon? 

Elf. Swear but to pardon 1 
The gen rous, tho' unfaithtul; Abelwold, 

And I will ſhew you, we were EY unkappy, 
But by the will of Heaven. ah 

Ed. Kings ſhou'd be juſt : | 
And ſuch compulſive Gaths, too lightly Hips | 
Make that Neceſſity, which might be Choice, 
And ſtrip the Grace from Mercy. 

Ei/. Then hear my Vow: 
Since you decline to bind your Joubtful wil, 
Thus, on my Knees, all powerful Heav'n! my 800 
Appeals thy righteous Throne. Hear, —and afflict me 
With every wotul Curſe thy Wrath has ftor'd 
For. Perjury, if ever I conſent © _ 
To quit the Breaſt, or Claim of Athelwold. 
Or, ſhould he fall. by your revengin Hand, 
It 1 not ſhun, for ever, even to Death, = * 
The Sight, the Voice, ths Name of Royal Edgar. 8 

Ed. Cruel, cold, proud, dildainful, —glorious Eid / 
What has thy Raſhneſs ſworn : Yet, let me periſh, , 
i to have ſworn: it, has _ made thy Lovelineſs 


As 
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As awful as Divinity! Was ever ; 
Diſtreſs thus hopeleſs? Could your untouch'd Heart 
Haye ſenſe of what mine ſuffers, you wou'd have fear'd 
To. wound me, with. this Pain of fix'd Deſpair,  ' 
Elf. Now, ſhielded by the Safeguard of my Oath, 
Virtue may, ſpeak, ſecure, and own its Weaknelis: 
There was, Time, e'er Athelwold was mine, 
When, to have been the Wiſe of uncrown'd Edgar, 
Wou'd have been, more than Monarchy, to Ekrid. — 
Fatally curious, from the deep Impreſſion 
Ot an alarming Dream, I ſaw you crown'd, 1 
Rid in a ciam'rous Preſs, that ſhoured round me, 
And ſhook the ſacred Dome, with Peals of Joy. 
Ed. Oh! tell it me again, — Was I ſo bleis d, 
That you then thought with Tenderneſs on Edgar: 
What was that Dream? Charm me, thou riſing Wonder, 
With each ſoft Circumſtance. of pleaſing Pain; | 
For, while I die, with Terror of my Fate, 
Tis Hcav'n to hear it, from a Voice like thine. 
Elf. Oh! ſooth not Miſery, — Forbear to ſpeak 
With this untimely; this forbidden, Softneſs! - 
Aud, by Rememb'rance.of my dreadful Dream, 
I tremble, ign'rant of the Will of Heaven, 
Too dimly g — m'd upon my diſtant Soui. 

1 dreamt 1 2 and ſaw th Imperial Crown 
Plac'd on your ſacred Head: Your Form the . 
As when |, after view'd you at the Altar,. 

And, tainting with Reflection, left the Throng! 
: Soon as the Diadem adorn'd your Brow, 
Tou methought, with Brightneſs more than 
TL , 
-. . - Held it preſented thus; and, high i in A. i 
| Stept to 2 Seat that bore-me ! When ſtrait a cold, 
A ſhadowy Hand: divided us. Loud Shrieks /- - 
Rung thro' the Temple: : The gay Pomp was darken a. 
And a broad Sea of, Blood roſe high, worm us, 
And hore us: from each, grher  -- $85 | 
BA. Thy omiaous Dream 
8 Creeps, i in cold Tides, and, curdles al oy. Veins 
Tu We, thou loſt infamer of e - 1 
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The falſe, the fated Athelwold.—— My Heart - 

Heaves with unuſual Bodings. Powerful Pity 
les with Juſtice; and tis more painful to me. 

To think, my Friend, 2 fall, to need Forgiveneſs, 

Than to forgive my 

Eff. This is, indeed, 

To reign! So reigns the Yes 5 "ET, Diſpoſer. 

All Things, but one, are ſubje& to his aa 

But even his Pow'r itſelf, obeys his Mercy. 


Proud of Dominion, yet pe 75 Son ol 


Kings who love Blood, th enen ſteer, 


While the calm Monarch, w ed: miles controuls, 


Roots his ſafe Empire and is King of Souls. 

Ed. When Woman, form'd to ſoften Man to Peace, 
Fans his Diſquiet, and gives Care Increaſe, 
Love is a Weakneſs, and to wiſh in vain, 
Were a-forc'd Freedom, and Eſcape from Pain: 
But where our Hearts are charm d, by Forms like thee, 
Where Paſſions ympathize, and. Souls agree, i 
There to love 5 is, in Life, to die. 
And, languid, TR Baule 'of Being, lie. 


ACT v. 
8 C E N 8. The Garden 
Erhelinds, alone 
Ethel, O Share? Whykeep't thou this ait 
Diſtance? | 


Cryelly kind, preſs inward; on my Heart 3 
od 1 bt not Reaſon, cling not to my ought, 


ot Remembrance out, firike Home at Nas 
D 4 * Four, 
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Pour, all at once, Oblivion on 1 wy Soul, © 9 


" Enter bon 5285 


Athel. Madam, 8 
Ethel. Murderer! ! — ; 
Athel, I come. ee Ain af 
"Ethel. How dareſt thou? oo NN 
_ Athel, 1 would find Voice EIN ITED 
To tell thee, I cou'd die, to bring thee Comfort. 
Ethel. Comfort from thee! — rale Man! till tho 
wer't baſe —- | 
L never wanted Comfort, — 
Till my wrong'd Heart had Weakneſs, to — 
And ſhare the Pains 1 gave, I knew no'Griet: 
Honour, and Peace, Innocence were mine: 
I never felt a Wiſh, that was my own, ©: © © 
Or Woe, but for another. Now, thou leeft me 
Shun'd, hopeleſs, blaſted, infamous, and ſcorn d; 
Cut off from every ſocial Joy of Life; 
Pitied by others, hated by myſelt, 
* Forſaken even by thee, for whoſe ſole fake. 
| All other Joys forſook me. Net thou dar'ft 
| Inſult my marder'd Peace; and, proudiy charkable 
| Feed famifh'd Hope with the cold Alms of my 
| 


Athel. Be Witneſs for me, That all-dreaded 
Who made my tortur'd Heart, and knows it beſt, 
Till Efrid's fatal Beauty forc'd my Will, 
I never had a Wiſh, beyond thy Love. 
My Hopes dwelt on thee, and my doating Soul 
Drew Taſte and Purpoſe from thee. - At thy Voice 
Awaken'd Life leapt, liſt ning, to my Ear, 
And I became all Eye, whene'er 1 ſaw thee. . 
Thou wer't Poſſeſſion and Defire, combin'd, 
All that Ambition wiſh'd, or Fancy form d: 
Wich thee there was no Grief, no Joy without thee; 
_ Ethdl. Inhuman Flatt'ry all! and Smiling Murder ! 2 
The barb'rous Elegance of Man's ſoft Art, | 


To cheat — ä —E'cr hong | Thy 
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Tby Thy Elfrid, che reſiſtleſs Charmer! — Sbel Fu 
Will bear thee poorly urge the fave Excuſe, | 8 
When ſome third Fool believes thee. a 


Athel. Wou'd kind Fate 1 


point my loſt Heart a Way to proye its Pain, IE 
What wou'd I not, with Tranſport, n e 
To caſe the Woes I gave? 
Erbel. One Way there is 

And Love, and Honour point it. But due 4 Carey, 
| Refuſe not to my kindled Hope its Claim; 

Leſt in my half-huſh'd Boſom, thou ſhould'ſt rouſe- 4 
New Swarms of- torturing Miſchiefs, pan Ny - 
Will drive us both to Madneſs. -- - 


And it I not obey the wiſh'd: Command, „ e 
Think me, indeed, the Wreteh thy Anger ints me. 

Ethel. Redeem me trom the Shame I ſufter for thee : 
Forſake this Woman, who uſurps my Right, 

And do a noble Juſtice, to my Love, + + £2. 4 
And thy own injur'd Honour. — 
Athel. She's my Wife. 25 
. The Law's firm Knot has bound her 1 mine, for ever; > 

Ethel. > Wite* 1 patient Heaven! * ke 

am I? | 
Did not, I, firſt, receive the plighted Vow? 25 
Did not. I tondly truſt th! affianc d Faith _ EIT 
Ot nuptial Contract? If to join her Hand, 
In Breach of Oaths that — thy Soul, to mine, 
Firms her thy Wite, and ſets aſide m Chim, 

So ſacred; and ſo ſworn! — Then, ſolid Rights, 
Are Shadows; and the empty Forms of Time 
Take Place of Truth, and Realon, . —. 

Athel. *Twill not bes — . 
My Soul is torn with a vain War of Paſſions : * 
Honour, and Shame, and Grief, and gen'rous- wh! VT, 
Deſire perplex d, and ſtrong divided Will, TE oulh. 
To doat tor ever on the Guilt I hate, 

And ſhun' the Worth chat charms me! Rightrom 
Heaven! 


Look down 8 Echelinda! Revenge her Wrongs, 


De 


Abel. Name it to me, s e e 


— 


— ——ä— — 


Do her that Juſtice, which in vain I wiſh hers. . | 
And dart thy 


| ou not thy Virtue to a Fate ſo .curs'd,. 


Bor, now; ſo low, ſo poor, A oo 
To my returning Reaton, that 1 hate not 


Or chan my own weak Heart, for having 2 bel 


Fear for thy ſelf: Kneel; pray, ſoliicit Heay'n, a | 
| Think not: of me, or my Afflictions, more? 
Bat, by Repentance, waſn away the Stains 


Beyond my Pow 'r 40. bear, tho doom'd, for me, 


No Weight more painful, than this Low? r of Brow, | 
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Curſe this dei Wretch,. who cannot bleſs her, 
Halte Ligbenings, on a Fflane N 
No earthly Fire can conques. I am a Traitor; 
A mean abandom d Starter from my Faith; 
A falſe forſworn Peceiveri Give me thy Pity; 
And, if thou can'ſt have Goodneſs ſo extreme, 
Refuſe me not thy Pardon. But for Love! - 
Alas! forget it. Fly me, — hate me. — fear. me. 
Oh! ſhare not in the Mitery I am doom d toz 0 


o fall ug beyond the Reach of loſt Bale. 
As the unhoping Athe:woid's, 

Ethel. I thank thee: | 
Thou haſt awabemd me, to "ry Heayen' 8 Juſtice; — 


My Guilt itielf more bitterly than thee, 


What Woman e'er ſhall live,-belov'd, and flatter d; 
Jet, timely, wiſe enough to think it . | 


That one, ſhe — hears, as thou 
She ever can behold, as thou- ar: now! 
Inhuman Sex! who ſmile us into Ruin! 

And love us into Infamy : Begone— 


9 


From thy own perjur d Soul, leſt my ſhagk'd Spirit. 
When it meets thine, i in a leſs guilty World, 
Ren:ws irsPangs, ev'n there; to ſee-thee tortur'd, 


(Exit in Diſorder, 
Athel: alone) She's gone! —and Jam left, to walk 
tie Werd, 
Like a pale Shade. that muns the Paths of Men. 
Light ſcarches me too deep. — My conſciuus Soul 
Ser inward, and eſcapes the Eye of Day, 
Oh! Boſom Peace, now loſt Were — in Guilt 


This 


er. 


Ik 


ilt, 
his 
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bis eye-dej ing Senſe of, inſelt· Shame 
Yet ſhun-it, all you, who have Hearts like Men, 
That you may raiie the Front, and look ks Virus, 

I hate myſelt, beyond the Taſte of Hope. 
Why live, I then? There is a Gloom, in Death, 
wil . me from N Thoughts: — Yer, weighthar 
| we ES 4 
Shou'd I die now, twou d ſeem Deſpair, not Juſtice: | 
TwWou'd look like ſhrinking from a Senſe of Pain; 
Like wanting Strength, my ſelf, to- cope with Scorn; 
Yet meanly leaving it to a wrong'd Woman. 

O Eibelinda! What a Slave am Fri 
Thus to have kill'd thes, with Diſgrace and Ruling 
Who never hid'ſt a Stain on thy white Soul, 

But one, th) Pity for thy Murderer gave ther? 

For whom became I this black recht —For 2 

Eid! 2 
Her! who already iſcorns. my Traitor Flame; 03 4. 
And burns, de the King's Wiſhes || ——— Why dad ſhe 
with him? 
What cou'd ſhe hear what ſay, in that nice Junctute 
Hell to my Heart! Into What reptile Poor nes 
Does a Man cteep, who dares not ſee his Shame 7 
Whole Crimes compel him to be dumb hen wrong d, 
Becauſe le is 15 due to Innocence: 
4 \ Throws himſelf on rhe Earth. 


Enter Edgar, and. Elid.” 


Es. 2. gun 1 was once ay. Friend, and thopght 
The Wealth of a King's Heart. 1 troſted thee," MSF. 
And was deceidd. Thou! in whoſe Breaſt 1 bags | 
My Hapes of Peace, haſt let in Mif on _— 
What ſhall I do, to fave inſulted Ma 
From — Contempt of Weakneſs? — 

thee; * 54 
That I can bid my Pity be my Panilfhaert” 

Elf. Alas! my "gracious Sovereign; wound him not 
With too ſevere Reproach; whom your great Soul 

Determines 


— 


ret conv:nce 


-” 
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Determines to receive to unhop'd Mercy. 
Dre King,” my Lord! too gen reus to rev 
The Lover's Falſhood, on the Subject's Faith; 
In kin} Remembrance ol your Virtue's no RTE 
Forgers your am'rous Weakneſs.—*Twere too "=_ 
For gaining me, to loſe a Monarchs Love. 
7 K 8 * t in u m o is 
To 4, above- Revenge. — who tun 
Can ſpeak, and look, the Queen you are vor yer 4 
Muſt find it difficult to pardon Gut, . 
That robs you of Jour Royalty. | e 
E. My Lord! 
That jealous Brow, and thoſe reprogekful Shinn: 
Wrong the good Meaning of a Heart that loves you. - 
Ed. Shame on thy Blindneſs, arrogant Miſtaker ! 
So cold to Senſe of thy own Guilt ! ſo warm 
To charge another's 'nnocence! - - Her- Prayer | 
Firſt won me f:om my Anger. — For her Sake, 
I force my ſtruggling Soul to mean thee Pardon. 
But take it, wi W. — Take it, thus, 0 
- +: , (Gives him his Swart 
And heedfully remark i it. If, henceforth 
Thou dar'ſt e to Elfrid, call her thine, 
Or talk, or think, or dream of thy bold Claim, ä 
Thou. ſhalt not live an Hour, — Till then, Fee on. 
The Infamy of thy diſloyal Act | 
Is Vengeance, as ſevere as | can wiſh thee. 
Athel. Oh Sir! reſume. a Gift, I cannot ſtoop 
To hold, on ſuch Conditions. Death ag g bets me, 
"Tis what I wiſh, and merit. l | 
All Puniſhments, bat Life, with Loſs of Elfi. 
Elf. Shock id, and unworthy a Debate, like this, 
I ſhould be till leſs worthy, cou'd I hear it, 
Vaconſcious of the Wound it gives my Honour, 
=— Oh! Thou Eternal Ruler of the World | 
Here, by thy dreadful Name, I kneel and far 
1 will be neither Athelwold's nor Edgar 5. — m 


ae A eee Foot, 
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In ſome ſtill Convent's ſolitary Gloom, Lo bo 
Awful Religion ſhall benight my Eyes, 


And hide me from the World. On wa I weep, 
And wiſh my ſelf forgotten. | 


Edg. Oh!—. recal, 3 y = 
Explain, or limit, the too haſty Vow, 4 IE” 

Thou mean ſtut to retire, till I am dead, 
Or till his Death who wrong d thee. 

Elf. Shou'd he fal! 

For me, may Heav'nretuſe my mathe Soul, 8 
If I not keep my Vow, unbroke for ever! | : 

Edg. Hear this — and als: at "y baſe ] ealouſy; _ Sago 
Thou "blind Protaner! (4 Shriek withous; 

Elf. That alarming Shriek 
Rings to my trembling Heart, and wakes its Fear. 

For one, more wretched yet. more loſt than I.— - 
+: Cas haſtily, and Acheivronl 3 is e 

Edg. A thelwold! Come back. 

* 4 ACurie on Guilt; . : 
It ſinks the Brave to Cowards! Ly It was, once, ** 
My Heart's proud Joy, to meet my Sovereign's Eye. 
Tis, now, my Soul's worſt Torment. Hide me, Earth 
From Edgar's angry Brow: From my own * 
Not Death itſelt can hide me. 

Edg. | have bethought me, 
That Love and Fate deny, we both ſhould live 
The Heart of Elfrid, when thou art no more, 
May teach her to forget thee. I, or Thou 
Muſt fall. It was the King's Intent to pardon _ _ -- 
The SubjeR's Treaſon.” The King does forgive thee; I 
But the Friend cannot pardon. Let us, then, 
On equal Terms, diſpute our doubtful Claim, 
| ToDeathandQuie!, or to Life and Elfrid. 
Here I renounce Diſt:nction, give Alleg iance 
To the wild Winds, as thou haſt done ee 1 
And ſeek an Equal's Vengeance for my Wrongs, (Drown, 
—— | know that I deſcend, and that the Throne 
Diſdains a Subject Foe. But I diſclaim 26 
That cold Prerogative of a King's Safety; | 
To teach thee that I nee no borrow d Power: 


4+ ATHELWOLD. 

Myſelf the Guardian of my injur'd Honour, © 
= Myſelf my Strength, 2 my falſe Friend betrays me. 
- © Athol: kneeling) 92 _—_ my Imperial Mas 


Whoſe Spirit 2 — iſh'd ameng Souls, 
As among Kin 1; think me not, 
How plung'd e in 7 Guilt of ' FalſhoW, 
' So loſt to Senſe of the unmeaſur'd Diſtance, 

Between my Prince and me, to dare defend 
One aching Atom of this hated Breaſt, 
Againſt a Wound be wiſhes me. No; take 

- (Lays his Sword at the King's Feet. 


7 We It has been drawn, with Tome Suc- 
. ceſs | 
In yourlov'd Cauſe; direct it to the Heart e 


Of this new Traitor. At your ſacred Feet, 
The tainted Blood will flow, with willing Waſte, 
And waſh away the Me ry of his Crime, 
Who lives too long, when he not lires for you. 
Edg. ns and provoke: me, if thou would ſt be 
; ind, ER | 
« By fomewiſh'd Mark of Arrogance. Pre ſume, © 
Talk inſolently ot thy Worth; "defy me; 
Smile at 14 Sword's I threaten, —— x at- 
2323 01 
Deny,— —Calhumniate—Any Thing, but this! 
Spare this ſott Sorrow, hide this ſweet Humility, 
And | ſhall keep my Purpoſe, O Atte!!! 
Why 3 pain d my Soul, with this ſharp Con- 
Whyha#thou wrong d me, into Will to hurt there? 
Throws down his Sꝛuord. 
Athel. Howill ſhow'd I deſerve your unwiſh'd . 
; Did not my Lite become more odibus to me 
Than was the Guilt T fall for! From my Birth, 
With fix'd, unalterable, deadly Hate, 
I puniſh'd faithleſs Rebels. Truſt me now, 
Againſt myſelf. My Sovereign ſhall not 


15 9 yet, * your royal Ear; 


Then, 


Revenge his Wrongs, on At helwold. o pray c 


. 


9 


Edg. I charge r my Heart wou'd wiſh — ru. 
don + - 
Attemptnot on thy Life. wait, and enpect 


Thy Doom, from the low W orkingsot- — tHe 


That laboursto reſolve, but ænows not how; - 
For —— thy gen'rous Wiſh has mov'd me. Trees bd 
Go- 
Walk, 
And meditate, chm. til thy Return. 


Edgar al 


Tis true, my Favourite has betray'd me, baſelyß; 
But he was firſt, himſelf, betray's by Love; 


That Tyrant of the Heart, more King than I, 


Ranks Mocarchs with his Slves.p— Let me xe weigh 


Athelwold 
By my own Wiſhes, and, ths, pants FE 48 N 
When 4 can ſec, unmov'd, thote yes which charm'd 
inn. | 
How ſhall I a&? at once, to ſhield my Fame, OILS 


os ſatisfy my Love. Cou'd Reaſon's Force 


ear the unlicens'd Image from my Heart. 


Or patient, leave to Time, th' unhaſten'd Means. 


To bleſs my fierce Deſires; Who knows — a 


Or Death, or Thought, or Woman's changeful Will, - 
Or my own conquer d Wiſhes, may produce. 


Kings ſhould, however injur'd, do no Wrong: 175 


They cannot err alone, fince what they act, 
They authorize in others. Let me, then 
Extinguiſ low Deſires, left, at my Flame, 


Ilight a Nation's Wiſhes, I will ſtrive wy 5 0 S 


To check this riſing Paſſion, and forget 
That ſhe who charms me thus is in my Power, 


Till I can bend that Pow'r, to Reaſon s Rule, — They 


bring him to wy Preſenee.—.—1 will 


(Exit Athelwold: 5 
How ſhall I move, in this dark Maze of Paſſion 10 
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Then,” I have donewith/Wiſhes, and the Worid— 
Prince Leolyn, whom 1lhave made unhappy,” 5 if 
Now ſuffers, for my Guilt, So greatly wrong'd, 

I ſhallnotceſt, 'in Death, till your try'd-Goodneſs | 

Permits his Freedom, and beſtows ori Him 

My forfeit Honours, and the Lands I leave. 


{ 


. 
— — np — 


a — 
* 


* 
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— 4 —.— come!—-I will avoid them ,—and reflect 
— What Meaſures s to reſolve on. TS Pie Fs ee 


ru Atelvod, follow'd by Leol In. 


Leol. Torn OR avkicher would'ſ tn lead me? | 
At. latbis Pee, 

But now, Ileft the King. A little farther, | "WI 

And we ſhall find him, foon. . - -. ba 
Leol. Stay — for we find, 

In theſe provided Swords what well mals us 


Of our late Parting. _.- Thou haſt perform m'd thy Promiſs | 


With Bravery ſo noble, that, again, 
*Spite of my burning Wrongs, | almoſt KG thee. - 
it cannot need, that I ſhou'd pur thy Will, 
To what remains unfiniſh'd. - (Taking up a Sword. 
Atb. I had forgot it. 
| Guilt, and Repentance, and the Tears of Shame, 
Had waſh'd the Indignation trom my Heart, 
Methinks we were not born for Enemies: 
Enough already have we wang 'dour IS. 
Let us be Foes no more. 
Leol. Firſt; periſh, Leolyn. 
Didſt thou not blaſt my Honour by a Blow? 
Fir d with a Ruffian's Boldneſs, ſtrikea Prince! 
And can he live to pardon ? Shame to thy Heart, 
Or give my Glorythe Revenge it claims, | 7 LIEN 
Or I will brand thee with a Coward's | 
And teach light Boys to ſcorn thee. 
Ath. It it muſt be, 
Spare me a — 8 Paß Fin po be paſt, 
And Death will want no Time to ſate his Purpole, 


W hat ſhall Ido? To truſt him with my . 


To tell him what, a. my Requeſt, the King 
Was won to grant him, were to ſeem afraid, 
And ſhrink from his Revenge. O fatal Chain 
Ot long depending Woes, that Guilt is bound tol 
Conflicting Paſſions blaſt the bad Man's 325 
And . his beg. Gets are n 


1 


[@ Bu nb» 


„ 


7 


Thy 
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Thy Blow burns hot, and I will wait no longer. | 
Ath. Hold — Leolyn! Be flow. .— The Chance of 
„ | 
Is various, and unknown -—- and, ſhou'd I fall, 
Thou wilt have Cauſe to grieve, thou diſt not hear me. 
| Leol. Never till Vengeance has been paid its Full, 
Never will grow tame, and hear thee more. 
Ath. (taking up the other Sword.) Take thy on Way then. 
| Let Deſtruction fall, 


And find thee without Sheltef. But ſee, the King. 


His coming — (in this Place) prevents our Purpoſe, 


On, toth' appointed Terras, — Follow me. 
£ © es ( Exeunt togetheſ. 


Re enter Edgar, with an Officer. 


Ed;. What Oſwald told tne, ofa ſecond Quarrel, 
Renews my Anger againſt Leolyn, | 
And wakes me into Fear of ſome new Conſequence, 
From his Enlargement. Take a Guard, and bring him; 
To anſwer this Preſumption— (Exit Officer, 


Enter Oſwald. 


Oſww. Oh, Sir! Unhappy Erhelinda teſts; 
Her Sorrows are ho more. 
Edg. What has Fate done? — 3 

oſw. See, Sir! yon Terras, which oerhangs the Sea! 

Thence, falling ſteep at once, the frighted Eye | 

Akes, downa Depth of Rocks, ta reach the Surge, 

That breaks, unheard below! There walking ſwift; 

With frantick Action, in a long, loud, Speech, 

The poor diſtreſs d Complainer talk d, and wept 

To the wild Ocean; told the Waves her Woes; 

And, liſt'ning, earneſt, oft, in dumb Suſpence, 

Paus d for an Anſwer : . Till, at laſt, more ſhrill, 

She ſcream'd Reſentment, to the diſtant Deep. 

Thou art, ſhe cry'd, as cold, and deaf, as Arbelwold. 

Then. ſudden, from her Breaſt, in raſn Deſpair, 

Snatching — with all the Rage 
| 85 Of 


—_— OT 
* 


$$ ATHELWOL D, 


Of a reſolv'd Deſtruction, piung di ic thrice, 


In her diſtracted Boſom. 


Edg. Alas! tor Athelwold ! 


How will he meet this Sight? 


Re-enter Officers and Guards, with Leolyp: 


425 dg. Anſwer me quickly, — Where is Athelw old: 

"oy Immortal. and at Peace. | 

Edg, What ! — Baſt thou murder'd him? 

Ungrateful, and deteſted! Murder d Him! 
Him, who alone obtain'd thy Freedom from me; 
And, in the gen rous Anguiſh of his Guilt, 
Pray d, that his Titles, and his forfeit Lands, 
Might all be Thine! whom, as he wrong'd in Life, 


Ae could not reſt in Death, to leave unhappy. 


Leol. This had been Daggers to my guiity Soul, 
Could he have fall'n by me: — But, like a God, 
Who ſmiles, and pardons, when provok'd by Mortals, 
He met my Rage with a ſerene Contempt, os 
Maſter'd, a ſecond time, my failing Sword, 
And gave me Life, in Puniſhment. — Live, Leolyn! 
He cry'd, and ſpoke it with an Air unmov'd, 
Superior, not inſulting, Lire —— and know, 
That, had not conſcious Guilt a Point, more ſtron 
Than thine, ——- No W ound could reach the Breaſt of 

Athelwold. 

Vet, tho he will not be compelld to bs, 
He chuſes no: to live; : for he bas wrong'd thee, 
Come, and ſce Juſtice done thee. 


The Shock of Eshelinda's dreadful Fate, 


Heard, as we paſs'd, upon th' extended Terras, 

Alarm'd his Care, too late, —1 ſaw him, Sir, — 
Edg. Go on. "1 
Leol. i faw him, Sir, as I drew near, | 5 

Raiſe his falln Vict m, from the bloody Ground, 

And, on his Cheek, ſupport her bending Head; 

But her weak Joints ſoft ſinking trom their raft, 

She hung {uſtain'd, and bled upon his Boſo | 

He groan'd, — look d wild, — call'd Toad upon ber 

. * ; And, 
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At that Inſtant, | 


*, « > W,. ti. © 


8 


Twice, at his Voice, ſhe ſtretch'd her dying Eyes, 
And gaſp'd, — and ſtiuꝑgl'd, 
55 ſpoke; * 
But, failing — in a ſhort, convulſive Sigh, 
Breath'd out her Soul. and funk upon his Boſom, 
He |! —— ſtanding near the Downfal of the Cliff, 
Strain'd her, with Rapture, in his circling Arms, 

O leolyn! hecry'd, forgive me, ow : 8 

Tell the wrong' d King, I leave his £1514, free, 

And, thus, too late, do Right to Ethelinda— 


Then, ſpringirig furious, o'er the dreadful Rock, 


Leap'd, with the Dead, to Death! — Together, both 


Fell, frightful, to the Deep; which, cloſing o'er them, 


Yei's them from Senſe of W oe, in Reſt; for ever. 
Edt. Great was his Guilt, and greatly *tisaton'd! 


Nothing is ſafe, but Innocence! Be it your Care 


To ſend out Boats, that their recover'd Bodies 

May reſt, beneath one Marble; over which 

I will ere a Cloiſter, andendow it, | 

For hourly Prayers to Heaven, to reſt their Souls. 

— Haſte, all! and watch th' aflited Eljrjd, near, 
Aſſiſt her, < guard her, — wait, at her Apartment, 
And fave her, from her Sorrow. ; 


On! Leolyn, be obſt inately juſt; 


| Indulge no Paſſion, and deceive no Truſt: 


Let never Man be bold enough, to ſay, 
Thus, and no farther, ſhall my Paſſion ſtray; 


The firſt Crime, paſt, compells us into more, 


And Guilt grows Fare, that was but Choice, before. 
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And, for a Moment, ſtopt fer flying Soul. 


and wou'd fain have | 


2 * 
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